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May it pleaſe Your Majeſty, 


HE Engl TrzaTar throws 
| itſelf, with This Play, at Your 
MA JESTY's Feet, for Favour 
and Support. 

As their Publick Diverſions are a ſtrong 
Indication of the Genius of a People; the 
following Scenes are an Attempt to Eſtabliſh 
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fuch, as are fit to Entertain the Minds of a 
ſenſible Nation; and to wipe off that Aſper- 
ſion of Barbarity, which the Virtugſi among 
our Neighbours, have ſometimes thrown up- 
on our Taſte. 

The Provok'd Husband, is, at leaſt, an In- 
ſtance, that an Enghſþ Comedy may, to an 
unuſual Number of Days, bring many Thou- 
ſands of His Majeſty's good Subjects toge- 
ther, to their Emolument and Delight, with 
Innocence. And however little Share of that 
Merit my unequal Pen may pretend to, yet 
J hope the juſt Admirers of Sir John Yan: 


BErugb will allow I have, at worſt, been a ſe * 
careful Guardian of his Orphan Muſe, by F 
leading it into Your Majeſty's Royal Pro- * 
tection. A _ 
The Deſign of this Play being chiefly to and 
expoſe, and reform the licentious Irregula- tal 
rities that, too often, break in upon the e 
Peace and Happineſs of the Married State? ds 
Where could ſo hazardqus and unpopular an - ' 
Undertaking be ſecure, but in the Protection L 
| | ; Wo 

of a PRINCESS, whoſe Exemplary Conjugal p 
Virtues have given fuch Illuſtrious Proof, of 3 


what ſublime Felicity that holy State i 


DE DIC ATILON. 


And though a Crown is no certain Title 


| to Content; . yet to the Honour of that In- 


ſtitution he it ſaid, the Royal Harmony of 


Hearts that now enchants us from the Throne, 
| is a Reproach to the frequent Diſquiet of 
E thoſe many inſenſible Subjects about it, who 
(rom His Majeſty's Paternal Care of his 
People) have more leiſure to be happy : And 


tis our Queen's peculiar Glory, that we 


often ſee Her as Eminently rais'd above 


her Circle, in private Happineſs, as in Dig- 
nity. 


Yet Heaven, Mapam, that has placed 


| You on ſuch Height, to be the more con- 
ſpicuous Pattern of your Sex, had till left 
your Happineſs Imperfect, had it not given 
thoſe ineſtimable Freaſures of your Mind, 
and Perſon, to the only Prince on Earth, 


that could have deſerved them : A Crown 


| receiv'd from Any, but the Happy Mo- 


narch's Hand, who inveſted You with This, 


| which You now adorn, had only ſeem'd the 
Work of Fortune: But Thus beſtow'd, the 


World acknowledges it the due Reward of 


| PaOvIDEN CE, for One You once to glori- 
| Ouſly Refus'd. 
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But as the Fame of ſuch elevated Virtue 
has lifted the Plain Addreſſes of a whole 
Nation into Eloquence, the beſt repeated 
Eulogiums on that Theme, are but Intru- 
ſions on Your Majeſty's greater Pleaſure of 
ſecretly deſerving them. I therefore beg 


leave to ſubſcribe myſelf, 
May it pleaſe Your MaJjesTr, 
Your Majeſty's moſt Devoted, 
Moſt Obedient, and 


Moſt Habs Servant, 


Colley CiBBER, 
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; HAVING taken upon me, in the Prologue to 
i this Play, to give the Auditors ſome ſhort Ac- 
count of that Part of it which Sir John V. anbrugh 
left unfiniſh'd, and not thinking it adviſable, in that 
Place, to limit their Judgment by ſo high a Com- 
mendation as I thought it deſerv'd ; I have therefore, 
for the Satisfaction of the Curious, printed the Whole of 
what he wrote, ſeparately, under the ſingle Title he 
gave it, of A Tourney to London, without preſuming to 
alter a Line. 

Yet when I own, that in my laſt Converſation with 
him, (which chiefly turn'd upon what he had done 
towards a Comedy) he excus'd his not ſhewing it me, 
Ell he had review'd it, confeſſing the Scenes were yet 
undigeſted, too long, and irregular, particularly in the 
lower Characters, I have but one Excuſe for publiſhing, 
what he never defign' d ſhould come into the World, as 
it then was, wiz, I had no other way of taking thoſe 
any Faults: to myſelf, which may be juſtly found in 
my preſuming to finiſh it. 

However, a Judicious Reader will find in his Ori- 
ginal Papers, that the Characters are ſtrongly drawn, 
pew, ſpirited, and natural, taken from ſenſible Ob- 
ervations on high and lower Life, and from a juſt 
Indignation at the Follies in faſhion. All I could ga- 
ther from him of what he intended in the Cata- 
A 5 e ftrophe, 


as I had rather appear vain, than unthankful, I wi 


To te READER. 
Nrophe, was, that the Conduct of his imaginary fine 
Lady had ſo provok'd him, that he deſign'd a. 
ally to have made her Husband turn her out of hi; 
Doors. But when his Performance came, after hi 
Deceaſe, to my Hands, I thought ſuch violent Me. 
ſures, however juſt they might be in real Life, wer 
too ſevere for Comedy, and would want the prope: 
Surpriſe, which is due to the End of a Play. There 
fore with much ado (and 'twas as much as I coul 
do with Probability) I preſerv'd the Lady's Chaſtiy, 
that the Senſe of her Errors might make a Recos. 
ciliation not impracticable; and I hope the Mitig. 
tion of her Sentence has been, ſince, juſtified by ii 
Succeſs. my ; 

My Inclination to preſerve as much as poſſible ( 
Sir Jobn, I ſoon ſaw had drawn the Whole into af 
unuſual Length; the Reader will theiefore find her 
a Scene or two of the Lower Humour, that were ki 
out after the firſt Day's Preſentation. | 

The Favour the Town has ſhewn to the high 
Characters in this Play, is a Proof, that their Taſte iſ 
not wholly vitiated, by the barbarous Entertainment| 
that have been ſo expenſively ſet off to corrupt it: 
But, while the Repetition of the beſt old Plays is ax 
to give Satiety, and good new Ones ſo ſcarce a Con 
modity, we muſt not wonder, that the poor Actors ar 
ſometimes forced to trade in Traſh for a Lit: 
hood. 

J cannot yet take leave of the Reader, without e. 
deavouring to do juſtice to thoſe principal Aur 
who have ſo evidently contributed to the Support « 
this Comedy: And I wiſh I could ſeparate the Praik 
due to them, from the ſecret Vanity of an Author 
For all I can fay will {till inſinuate, that they coul 
not have ſo highly excell'd, unleſs the Skill of tir 
Writer had given them proper Occaſion. Howene 
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venture to ſay of Mr. Walls, that in the laſt Act, 1 
never ſaw any Paſſion take ſo natural a Poſſeſſion of an 
Actor, or any Actor take ſo tender a Poſſeſſion of his 


Auditors. Mr. Mills too, is confeſs'd by every 
Body, to have ſurpris'd them, by ſo far excelling him- 
ſelf But there is no doing Right to Mrs. Olaſield, 
without putting People in mind of what others, of 
great Merit, have wanted to come near her Tis 
not enough to ſay, ſhe Here Out- did her uſual Excel. 
lence. I might therefore juſtly leave her to the con- 
ſtant Admiration of thoſe Spectators, who have the 
Pleaſure of living while She is an Actreſs. But as this 
is not the only Time She has been the Life of what 
J have given the Publick, ſo perhaps my ſaying a 
little more of ſo memorable an Actreſs, may give this 
Play a Chance to be read, when the People of this Age 
ſhall be Anceſtors May it therefore give Emu- 
lation to our Succeſſors of the Stage, to know, That to 
the ending of the Year 1727, a Co-temporary Come- 
dian relates, that Mrs. Oldfield was, then, in her high- 
eſt Excellence of Action, happy in all the rarely-found 
Requiſites, that meet in one Perſon to compleat them 
for the Stage She was in Stature juſt riſing 
to that Height, where the Graceful can only begin to 
ſhew itſelf; of a lively Aſpect, and a Command in 
her Mien, that like the principal Figure in the fineſt 
Paintings, firſt ſeizes, and longeſt delights the Eye of 
the Spectator. Her Voice was ſweet, ſtrong, piercing, 
and melodious : her Pronunciation voluble, diſtin, and 
muſicah; and her Emphaſis always placed where the 
Spirit of the Senſe, in her Periods, only demanded it. 
If She delighted more in the Higher Comick, than in 
the Tragick Strain, *twas becauſe the laſt is too often 
written in a lofty Diſregard of Nature. But in Cha- 
rafters of modern practis'd Life, ſhe found Occaſions 
to add the particular Air and Manner which diſtin- 
guiſh'd the different Humours ſhe preſented, Whereas 
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2 the RR R. 
in Tragedy, the Manner of Speaking varies, as little, 
as the blank Verſe it is written in She had one 
peculiar Happineſs from Nature, ſhe look'd and main- 
tain'd the Aoreeable at a Time, when other Fine Wo- 
men only raiſe Admirers by their Underſtanding — 
The SpeRator was always as much informed by her 
Eyes, as her Elocution ; for the Look is the only Proof 
that an Actor rightly conceives what he utters, there 
being ſcarce an Inſtance, where the Eyes do their 
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Part, that the Elocution is known to be faulty. The 4 Ba 
Qualities ſhe had acquired, were the Genteel and the WW C:n/c; 
Elegant. The one in her Air, and the other in her Aud , 
Dreſs, never had her Equal on the Stage; and the BW Him/ 
Ornaments ſhe herſelf provided, (particularly in this BW 4 En 
Play) ſeem'd in all reſpects the Paraphernalia of a WE Net on 
Woman of Quality. And of that Sort were the Cha- Tong! 
racers ſhe chiefly excell'd in; but her natural good Ye S- 
Senſe, and lively Turn of Converſation made her Way Marn 
ſo eaſy to Ladies of the higheſt Rank, that it is a les N Neſlv 
Wonder, if on the Stage ſhe ſometimes avas, what might N Such a, 
have become the fineſt Woman in real Life to have 2, le 
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—i . Spoken by Mr. Wilks. 

Proof : 

there HIS Play took Birth from Principles of Truth, 
their To make Amends for Errors paſt, of Youth, 


The A Bard, that's now no more, in riper Days, 
1 the | Conſcious review'd the Licence of his Plays: 
1 her WF 4rd though Applauſe his wanton Muſe had fir'd, 
I the Himself condemn'd what ſenſual Minds admir'd. 
this WF tt length, he oaun d, that Plays ſhould let you ſee 
of a2 Not only, What you are, but Ought to be; 

Cha- 7 hrugh Vice was natural, 'twas never meant, 
good . Stage ſhould ſhew it, but for Punihment! N 
Harm with that Thought, his Muſe once more took Flame, 
Reſolv'd to bring licentious Life to Shame. 
uch was the Piece his lateſt Pen deſign d, 
But left no Traces of his Plan bebind. 
Luxuriant Scenes, unprun d, or half contriv'd ; 
ei, through the Maſs, his Native Fire ſurviv'd: 
Rough, as rich Ore, in Mines the Treaſure lay, 
Vet fill *tavas rich, and forms at length a Play. 
Yr which the bold Compiler boaſts no Merit, 
Put that his Pains have ſav'd you Scenes of Spirit. 
Not Scenes, that would a noify Foy impart, . 
but ſuch as huſh the Mind, and warm the Heart. 
rom Praiſe of Hands no ſure Account he draws, 

ut fixt Attention is fincere Applauſe. 

then ( for hard, you'll own the Tast) his Art 
an to thoſe E mbrion- Scenes new Life impart, 
e Living proudly would exclude his Lays, 
lid to the Buried Bard reſign the Praiſe, 
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Lord Townly, of a Regular Life, | Mr. ilk. . - 
© 


Lady Townly, immoderate in her Purſuit 
of Pleaſures. Mrs, Oldfield, 


Lady Grace, Siſter to Lend Townly, of Mrs. Porter 
Exemplary Virtue, ; : 


Mr. Manly, her Admirer. Mr, Mills ſen, | P 


Sir Francis Wronghead, A Country Gen- Mr. Cibber ſen 
tleman. ? 1 


( 


| Wife: in- 6 
1 ä ? 3 10 * Mrs. Thurmend, WW 
| | a fine Lady. '2 
Squire Richard, f 1 9 a = Young ln 
- help. 6 . þ 
Lis 80 
Miſs Fenny, b 2 1 Daughter; 
ö Pert, and Mrs. Cibber. 
| Forward, 
Jebn Moody, TO ; an 1 ot 
I, Ae. 
* U Clown, ; 
Count Baſſet, A Gameſter, Mr. Bridgwater, 


Mrs, Mot berly, One that lets Lodgings. Mrs. Moore. 
Myrtilla, Her Neice, ſeduc'd by the Count. Mrs. Grace. 
Mrs. Truſy, Lady Townly's Woman. Mrs, Mills, 


Maſqueraders, Conſtable, Servants, &c. 


The SCENE, Lord Townly' s Houſe, and ſomttit 
Sir Francis's Loagings. 
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SCENE, Lord Townly's Apartment, 


Lorxp TownLly lu. 


ferent a way of Thinking ? Is there 
one Article of it, that ſhe has not broke 
in upon ? Yes, let me do her 
That —— I have no 
But then how 


— — — — 


Juſtice — her Reputation 
Reaſon to believe is in Queſtion 
long her profligate Courſe of Pleaſures may make her 


able to keep it is a ſhocking Queſtion! and her 
Preſumption while ſhe keeps it — inſupportable! for 
on the Pride of that ſingle Virtue ſhe ſeems to lay it 
down, as a fundameatal Point, that the free Indulgence 
of every other Vice, this fertile Town affords, is the 
Birth-right Prerogative of a Woman of Quality 
Amazing! that a Creature ſo warm in the Purſuit of 
her Pleaſures, ſhould never caſt one Thought towards 
her Happineſs —— Thus, while ſhe admits no Ls 
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ſhe thinks it a greater Merit ſtill, in her Chaſtity, WW : 
not to care for her Husband ; and while ſhe herſelf i WW 7 
ſolacing in one continual Round of Cards and good Com- fam 
pany, He, poor Wretch! is left, at large, to take care | 7 
of his own Contentment Tis time, indeed, ſome 7 


Care were taken, and ſpeedily there ſhall be Yet Por 
let me not be raſh Perhaps this Diſappointment of W hom 
my Heart may make me too impatient ; and ſome Tem. equa 
pers, when reproach'd, grow more untractable.— Here of be 
ſhe comes Let me be calm a while. EL 

Enter Lavy TowNLy. time 
Going out ſo ſoon after Dinner, Madam? Wi 


La. Town. Lard, my Lord! what can ] poſſibly do, 1 


at Home? = rious 
I. Toaunly. What does my Siſter, Lady Grace, do zt 7, 
Home? = 8 
La. Town. Why that is to me Amazing! Have you make 
ever any Pleaſure at Home ? 1 
L. Town. It might be in your Power, Madam, 1 I 
confeſs, to make it a little more comfortable to me. : 1 


La. Town, Comfortable! and ſo, my good Lord, you 7 


would really have a Woman of my Rank and Spirit, I teli m 
ſtay at Home to Comfort her Husband! Lord! what WW 7, 
Notions of Life ſome Men have? Ex 
L. Town. Don't you think, Madam, ſome Ladies WW 7, 
Notions are full as extravagant ? Pace. 
La. Town, Ves, my Lord, when the tame Daves live I think 
coop'd within the Penn of your Precepts, I do think 45 up 
*em Prodigious indeed ! 5 . 5 
L. Town. And when they fly wild about this Town, ¶ Reſtra. 
Madam, pray what muſt the World think of em then? 2 
La. Town. Oh! This World is not ſo ill-bred as to Muifferei 
quarrel] with any Woman for liking it. | Life, t 
L. Toxwn, Nor am I, Madam, a Husband fo well. ke. 


bred, as to bear my Wife's being ſo fond of it; in ſhort, 
the Life you lead, Madam 
La. Town, Is, to me, the pleaſanteſt Life in te 
World. : 
L. Town, I ſhould not diſpute your Taſte, Madam, 
if a Woman had a Right to pleaſe nobody but herſelf. 


La, Town, 
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La. Town. Why, whom would you have her pleaſe ? 
IL. Town. Sometimes her Husband. 


La. Town, And don't you think a Husband under the 


ſame Obligation? 

I. Town. Certainly. 

La. Town. Why then we are agreed, my Lord, 
For if I never go abroad, 'till I am weary of being at 
home — which you know is the Caſe 15 it not 


o 


equally reaſonable, not to come home till one's as weary 
© of being abroad! | 
Ii. Joux. If this be your Rule of Life, Madam, *tis 
time to ask you one ſerious Queſtion, 
| La. Town, Don't let it be long a coming then 
for I am in haſte. 
I. Town. Madam, when I am ſerious, I expect a ſe- 
E rious Anſwer, | 
| La. Town, Before I know the Queſtion ? 
I. Town. Pſhah 
make you ſerious by Intreaty. 
E La, Town, You have. 

L. Town. And you promiſe to anſwer me ſincerely ? 

La. Town, Sincerely. | 
T. Town, Now then recolle& your Thoughts, and 
© tell me ſeriouſly, Why you married Me? 
| La. Town, You inſiſt upon Truth, you ſay ? 
T. Town, I think I have a Right to it. 
La. Town. Why then, my Lord, to give you, at 
once, a Proof of my Obedience and Sincerity 
think =— I married — to take off that Reſtraint, that 
gay upon my Pleaſures, while I was a ſingle Woman. 
I. Town, How, Madam! is any Woman under leſs 
Reſtraint after Marriage, than before it? 
| La. Town, O my Lord! my Lord! they are quite 
Kifterent Creatures! Wives have infinite Liberties in 
. 0 that would be terrible in an unmarried Woman to 
ake, | | 
L. Town. Name one. | 
La. Town, Fifty, if you pleaſe! — to begin then, 
in the Morning A married Woman may have 
pen at her Toilet, invite them to Dinner, àppoint 
em a Party, in a Stage Box at the Play ; . the 
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18 The PRovork'd HusBAND; o, 
Converſation there, call *em by their Chriſtian Names; : TA 


From thence jaunt 


talk louder than the Players 


into the City take a frolickſome Supper at an radia 
Houſe —— perhaps, in her Gaiete de Coeur toaſt a 3 _ 
pretty Fellow Then clatter again to this End of We 92 
Town, break, with the Morning, into an Aſſembly, ; 
crowd to the Hazard-Table, throw a familiar Levant — 
upon ſome ſharp lurching Man of Quality, and if be p - 
demands his Money, turn it off with a loud Laugh, and 5 
cry you'll owe it him, to vex him! ha! ha! pew 
L. Town. Prodigious Ai. 85 
La. Town. Theſe now, my Lord, are ſome few a ; 7 
the many modiſh Amuſements, that diſtinguiſh the Pf. -7 
vilege of a Wife, from that of a ſingle Woman. 23 k 
L. Town. Death! Madam, what Law has made thet We = | 
Liberties leſs ſcandalous in a Wife, than an unmarrid I jr 
Woman ? - | © __ 
La. Town, Why the ſtrongeſt Law in the Word oe 
Cuſtom Cuſtom Time out of Mind, my Lord. ; Hus 0 
L. Town. Cuſtom, Madam, is the Law of Fools: du EY! 
it ſhall never govern Me. | I tha 
La. Town, Nay then, my Lord, 'tis time for me vi non 
obſerve the Laws of Prudence. 1 Gus 
L. Town. I wiſh I could ſee an Inſtance of it. 1 
La. Town. You ſhall have one this Moment, 5 
Lord: For I think, when a Man begins to loſe 1 that E 
Temper at Home; if a Woman has any Prudence of Hu 
why, ſhe'll go abroad till he comes to himki z. 
again. LC that 8 


L. Town, Hold, Madam — I am amaz'd you a 
not more uneaſy at the Life we lead! You don't vn ſpoil's 
Senſe! and yet ſeem void of all Humanity: For with 
Bluſh I ſay it, I think, I have not wanted Love. 

La. Town, Oh! don't ſay that, my Lord, if you ſy 
poſe I have my Senſes ? | | 

L. Town. What is it I have done to you? what c 


La. Town. Oh! nothing in the leaſt : tis true, L 
have heard me ſay, I have owed my Lord Lurcheri 
Hundred Pound theſe three Weeks but what th 
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Honour, you know, x 
de uneaſy about Money ſhe can't be ſu'd for, what's 
that to him? as long as he loves her, to be fure, ſhe 
can have nothing to complain of. 


I thank you 
enough to. love this Man, I ſhould never get a ſingle 
Guinea from him, 


and if a filly Woman will 


L. Town. By Heav'n, if my whole Fortune thrown 


1 into your Lap, could make you delight in the chearfu! 
Duties » a Wife, I ſhould think myſelf a Gainer by the 
= Purchaſe, 


La. Town, That is, my Lord, I might receive your 


whole Eſtate, provided you were ſure 1 would not ſpend 
| a Shilling of it. 


L. Town. No, Madam; were I Maſter of your 


Heart, your Pleaſures would be mine; but different, 
as they are, I'Il feed even your Follies, to deſerve it 
| — Perhaps you may have ſome other trifling Debts of 
Honour Abroad, that keep you out of Humour at Home 
& — at leaſt it ſhall not be my Fault, if I have not more 
of your Company 
| Hundred, 


There, there's a Bill of Five 
and now, Madam < 


La. Town, And now, my Lord, down to the Ground 
Now am I convinced, were I weak 


[ fide. 
L. Town. If it be no Offence, Madam 
La. Town, Say what you pleaſe, my Lord; I am in 


that Harmony of Spirits, it is im poſſible to put me out 


of Humour. 
L. Town. How long, in Reaſon then, do you think 


[that Sum ought to laſt you! | 
La. Town. Oh! my dear, dear Lord! now you have 


ſpoil'd all again! How is it poſſible I ſhould anſwer for 
an Event, that ſo utterly depends upon Fortune? But 


to ſhew you, that I am more inclin'd to get Money, 
than to throw it away — I have a ſtrong Poſſeſſion, 


that with this five hundred, I ſhall win five thou- 


ſand. | 
L. Town, Madam, if you were to win ten thouſand, 


it would be no Satisfaction to me. 


La. Town, O! the Churl! ten thonſand ! what! not 
ſo much as wiſh I might win ten thouſand! — Ten 
couſand! O! the charming Sum! what infinite 3 

| | things 
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things might a Woman of Spirit do, with ten thouſand 
Guineas ! O' my Conſcience, if ſhe were a Woman ai 
truce $24717 — ſhe — ſhe might loſe em all again. 

L. Town. And I had rather it ſhould be ſo, Madam; 
provided I cculd be ſure, that were the laſt you would 
loſe. . 

La. Town. Well, my Lord, to let you ſee I deſign 
to play all the good Houſe-wife I can ; I am now go. 
ing to a Party at Quadrille, only to piddle with a little 
of it, at poor two Guineas a Fiſh, with the Dutcheſs of 
Dutteright. [ Exit Lady Townly, 

L. Towwn. Inſenſible Creature! neither Reproaches, 
or Indulgence, Kindneſs, or Severity, can wake her to 
the leaſt Reflexion! Continual Licence has lull'd her 
into ſuch a Lethargy of Care, that ſhe ſpeaks of her 
Exceſſes with the ſame eaſy Confidence, as if they wer 
ſo many Virtues. What a turn has her Head take! 
But how to cure it 
muſt be ſtrong, that reaches her Lenitives, I fe 
are to no purpoſe take my Friend's Opinion — 
Manly will ſpeak freely — my Siſter with Tendernej 
to both ſides. They know my Caſe — I'll talk with 
'em. | | 


Enter a SERVANT. 


Serv. Mr. Manly, my Lord, has ſent te know, i 
your Lordſhip was at home. 

L. Town. 'They did not deny me ? 

Serv. No, my Lord. 

L. Town, Very well; ſtep up to my Siſter, and fy, 
I defire to ſpeak with her, 

Serv, Lady Grace is here, my Lord. 


Enter LADY GRACE. 


I. Toaun. So, Lady fair; what pretty Weapon hart 
you been killing your Time with? 
La. Grace. A huge Folio, that has almoſt kill'd me- 
J think J have half read my Eyes out. | 
L. Town. O! you ſhould not pore ſo much juſt alt 
Dinner, Child. = | 
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La. Grace. That's true, but any Body's Thoughts are 


better than always one's own, you know. 


L. Town. Who's there ? 
Enter SERVANT. 


Leave word at the Door, I am at home, to no Body but 
| | Mr. Manly. 


La. Grace. And why is He excepted, pray my Lord? 
L. Town. I hope, Madam, you have no Objection to 


| his Company ? 


La. Grace. Your particular Orders, upon my being 


here, look, indeed, as if you thought I had not. 


L. Town. And your Ladyſhip's Inquiry into the 


; Reaſon of thoſe Orders, ſhews at leaſt, it was not a 
Matter indifferent to you! 


La. Grace. Lord | you make the oddeſt Conſtructions, 


| Brother ! 


L. Town. Look you, my Grave Lady Grace =— in 
I wiſh you had him, 

La. Grace, I can't help that. | 

L. Town, Ha! you can't help it! ha! ha! The flat 
Simplicity of that Reply was admirable! 

La. Grace. Pooh ! you teize one, Brother ! 

L. Town, Come, I beg pardon, Child —— this is 


not a Point, I grant you, to trifle upon; therefore, I 


hope you'll give me leave to be ſerious, 
La. Grace. If you deſire it, Brother! though upon my 


Word, as to Mr. Manhys having any ſerious Thoughts 


of me I know nothing of it. | 

L. Town, Well there's — Wrong, in 
your making a Doubt of it But in ſhort, I find, 
by his Converſation of late, that he has been looking 


round the World for a Wife; and, if you were to 


look round the World for a Husband, he's the firſt Man 


$1 would give to you. 


La. Grace. Then, whenever he makes me any Offer, 
Brother, I will certainly tell you of it. 

L. Town, O! that's the laſt Thing he'll do; he'll 
never make you an Offer, till he's pretty ſure it won't 
be refus'd, 5 


La. G race; 
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La. Grace. Now you make me curious. Pray! did ; 
he ever make any Offer of that kind to you? | 7 

L. Town, Not directly; but that imports nothing; he - 
| is a Man too well-acquainted with the Female World, WW ,. 

to be brought into a high Opinion of any one Woman, 1 
without ſome well examined proof of her Merit: ve * 
I have Reaſon to believe, that your good Senſe, you WW 7 
turn of Mind, and your way of Life, have brought hin 


to ſo favourable a one of you, that a few Days will . 15 
duce him to talk plainly to me: which as yet (notwith. J. 
ſtanding our Friendſhip) I have neither declin'd, n Be 
encourag' d him to. | | _ 
La. Grace. I am mighty glad we are ſo near, in ot 7, 


way of thinking: for to tell you the Truth he is much J 
on the ſame Terms, with me: You know he has: 3 
ſoyrical Turn; but never laſhes any Folly, without 
giving due Encomiums to its oppoſite Virtue : and up. We 
on ſuch Occaſions, he is ſometimes particular, in turn. 
ing his Compliments upon Me, which I don't receive, 
with _ Reſerve, leſt he ſhould imagine I take them to 
myſelf. 
| _ Town. You are right, Child: When a Man d 
Merit makes his Addreſſes; good Senſe may give him at 
Anſwer, without Scorn, or Coquetry. 
La. Grace. Huſh! he's here 


Enter M.. MAN Lx. 


Man. My Lord! your moſt obedient. 
I. Town. Dear Manly! yours I was thinking to 
ſend to you. | 

Man. Then, Tam glad I am here, my Lord —— 
Lady Grace, I kiſs your Hands! What, only you 
two! How many Viſits may a Man make, before he 
falls into ſuch unfaſhionable Company? A Brother and 
Siſter ſoberly ſitting at home, when the whole Town ö 
a gadding! I queltion if there is ſo particular a Tet? d 
Tete, again, in the whole Pariſh of St. Zames's! 

La. Grace. Fy! fy! Mr. Manly ; how cenſorious you 
are? 

Man. I had not made the Reflexion, Madam, but 
that I aw you an Exception to it — Where's my Lady? 


L. Town. 


% 
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yy: dd T. Town. That I believe is impoſſible to gueſs, 
: Man. Then I won't try, my Lord 
ing; he WW TL. Town. But, tis probable I may hear of her, by 
World, mat time I have been four or five Hours in Bed. | 
V oman, Man. Now, if that were my Caſe, I believe 1 
it: Yet WF ould But I beg Pardon, my Lord. 
ſe, you (i T. Town, Indeed, Sir, you ſhall not: You will ob- 
zht hin lige me, if you ſpeak out; for it was upon this Head, 
will r. I wanted to ſee you. 
notwith- WH Man. Why then, my Lord, ſince you oblige me to 
d, nor proceed If that were my Caſe, I believe I 
: Ehould certainly ſleep in another Houſe. 
„un our i La. Grace. How do you mean ? 
is much Man. Only a Compliment, Madam. 
e has Ta. Grace. A Compliment! 
without , Man. Ves, Madam, in rather turning myſelf out ef 
and up ¶ doors than her. | 
in tum: La. Grace, Don't you think, that would be going 
receive, too far ? | 
them u Mar. I don't know but it might, Madam; for, in 
Arict Juſtice, I think, ſhe ought rather to go, than I. 
Man d La. Grace. This is new Doctrine, Mr. Manh. 
him a Man. As old, Madam, as Lowe, Honour, and Obey! 
When a Woman will ſtop at nothing that's wrong, why 
mould a Man balance any thing that's right. 
La. Grace. Bleſs me! but this is fomenting things — 
Man. Fomentations, Madam, are ſometimes neceſ- 
Efary to diſpel Tumours: tho” I don't directly adviſe my 
nking to Lord to do this This is only what, upon the ſame 
Provocation, I would do myſelf. 
| —— WW La, Grace. Ay! ay! You would do! Batchelors 
only yo" Wives, indeed, are-finely govern'd. | 
zefore It WH Man. If the married Mens were as well — I am 
ther and {Wert to think we ſhould not ſee ſo many mutual Plagues 
Town Þ taking the Air, in ſeparate Coaches! 
a Tele s La. Grace. Well! but ſappoſe it your own Caſe; 
1 would you part with a Wife, becauſe ſhe now and then. 
rious Y0! Bays out, in the beſt Company? 
IL. Town, Well ſaid, Lady Grace? come, ſtand up 
lam, by jor the Privilege of your Sex! This is like to be a 
y Lad warm Debate! I ſhall edify. Wo 
L. Tow" WW. Man. 
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Manu. Madam, I think a Wife, after Midnight, by 
no Occaſion to be in better Company than her Hi WE 
band's; and that frequent unreaſonable Hours make ty at 
beſt Company — the worſt Company ſhe can fall into, 

La. Grace, But, if People of Condition are to key that 


company with one another; how is it poſſible to þ / 
done, unleſs one conforms to their Hours ? Er 
Man. I can't find, that any Woman's good Breed that 
obliges her to conform to other Peoples Vices. = L 
L. Town, I doubt, Child, here we are got a little a 
the wrong ſide of the Queſtion. | 1 
La. Grace. Why fo, my Lord? I can't think h than 
Caſe ſo bad, as Mr. Manly fates it People of Qu 27s 
lity are not ty'd down to the Rules of thoſe, who ha: herſc 
their Fortunes to make, | | Heat 
Man. No People, Madam, are above being ty L 
down to ſome Rules, that have Fortunes to loſe. of m 
La. Grace. Pooh! I'm ſure, if you were to take nM Nay, 
ſide of the Argument, you wou'd be able to ay fon an E 
thing more for it. | | gave 
L. Town, Well ! what ſay you to that, Mang? | 
Man. Why *troth! my Lord, I have ſomething yffſh*mes 
ſay. | | | blame 
La Grace. Ay! that I ſhould be glad to hear now! Mou h 
L. Town, Out with it! La 


Man. Then, in one word, this, my Lord, I law 
often thought, that the Miſ-condut of my Lady i 
in a great meaſure, been owing to your Lord{lip 
Treatment of her. | 

La. Grace. Bleſs me! | 

L. Town. My Treatment 5 

Man. Ay my Lord, you fo idoliz'd her before Mar 
Triage, that you even indulg'd her, like a Miſtreſs, afte 
it: in ſhort, you continu'd the Lover, when you thoull 
have taken up the Husband. 8 | 

La. Grace. O frightful ! this is worſe than tother! 
can a Husband love a Wife too well! | 

Man. As eaſily, Madam, as a Wife may love beg 
HFusband too little. | 
KL Town, So] you two are never like to agree, 


La. Grad 


V. 
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\. i Za Grace. Don't be poitive, Brother; — I am afraid 
> WE we are both of a Mind already. {Hfide.] And do you, 


ö or, 


ey at this rate, ever hope to be married, Mr. Many? 
I ine, Man. Never, Madam; till I can meet with a Woman 
to ken that likes my Doctrine. | | 


16 La. Grace. Tis pity but your Miſtreſs ſhould hear it. 

OE an. Pity me, Madam, when I marry the Woman 
Breed Wh that won't hear it. 

5 La. Grace. I think, at leaſt, he can't ſay, that's me. 

Aldo. 

Man. And ſo, my Lord, by giving her more Power 

than was needful, ſhe has none where ſhe wants it; hay- 


little q 


01 0 ing ſuch intire Poſſeſſion of you, ſhe is not Miſtreſs of 
„ho hav berſelf! And, Mercy on us! how many fine Womens 
Heads have been turn'd upon the ſame Occaſion ! | 
ing till L. Townly, O Manly! 'tis too true ! there's the Source 
, > 9 of my Diſquiet ! ſhe knows, and has abus'd her Power! 
take mu Nay, Jam ftill ſo weak (with ſhame I ſpeak it) tis not 
. * an Hour ago, that in the midſt of my Impatience — I 
7 gave her another Bill for five Hundred to throw away. 
75 2 Man. Well — my Lord! to let you ſee I am ſome- 
— times upon the ſide of Good -· nature, I won't abſolutely 
1 blame you; for the greater your Indulgence, the more 
ir now! You have to reproach her with. | | 
Ia. Grace. Ay Mr. Manly! here now, I begin ta 
I un dome in with you: who knows, my Lord, you may 
"ady i; have a good Account of your Kindneſs ! 
Lordi Man. That, I am afraid, we had not beſt depend 


upon: But ſince you have had ſo much Patience, my 
Lord, even go on with it a Day or two more! and upon 
her Ladyſhip's next Sally, be a little rounder in your 
Expoſtulation; if that don't work — drop her ſome 
ool Hints of a determin'd Reformation, and leave her 
to breakfaſt upon em. | | h 
I. Town. You are perfectly right! how valuable is a 
riend, in our Anxiety ! | 
| Man. Therefore to divert that, my Lord, I beg, for 
the preſent, we may call another Cauſe. - 
| 3 Ay! for Goodneſs ſake let's have done 
th this. | | | 
L. Town, With all my — 


. Gall, 


fore Mar 
reſs, aſte 
ou ſhoull 
1 C' other. 
love he 


agree, 
La. Crace? 


V. 
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La. Grace. Have you no News abroad, Mr. Man!)? 


Man. A propos — I have ſome, Madam; and I be. hi 
lieve, my Lord, as extraordinary in its kind —— * 
IL. Town. Pray let's have it. = 

Man. Do you know, that your Country Neighbour, + .. 
and my Wiſe Kinſman Sir Francis Wronghead, is com- 5 his 
ing to Town with his. whole Family ? 7 = - 

I. Town. The Fool! what can be his Buſineſs here? 7 #4 
Man. Oh! of the laſt Importance, I'll aſſure you <= 1 
No leſs than the Buſineſs of the Nation. 5 W gon 
ZL. Town. Explain! | | 3 / 
Man. He has carried his Election — — againſt Sir fit] 
Fohn Worthland, . | L 

L. Town. The Duce! what! for — for f * 

Man. The famous Borough of Guzz/edown / | the 1 

L. Town. A proper Repreſentative, indeed. will 

L. Grace. Pray, Mr. Manly, don't I know him? 3 and | 
Man. You have din'd with him, Madam, when I L. 
was laſt down with my Lord, at Bellmont. = - deed, 

La. Grace. Was not that he, that got a little merry Me 
before Dinner, and overſet the 'Tea-table, in making hit ſhall | 
Compliments to my Lady ? | | La. 

Man, The ſame. | : tlemar 

La. Grace. Pray what are his Circumſtances ? I know]. Ma. 
but very little of him. to fave 

Man. Then he is worth your knowing, I can tell . La. 
you, Madam. His Eſtate, if clear, I believe, might be 7 : 
a good two thouſand Pounds a Year: Though as it F a7 
was left him, ſaddled with two Jointures, and two wy 
weighty Mortgages upon it, there is no ſaying what it 55 ich 
is But that he might be ſure never to mend it, U. bein 
he married a profuſe young Huſſy, for Love, with- MW ncle g 
eut ever a penny of Mony! Thus having, like lis 
brave Anceſtors, provided Heirs for the Family (fr Serv. 


his Dove breeds like a tame Pigeon) he now find from you 
Children and Intereſt- Money make ſuch a bawling Wi 
about his Ears, that, at laſt, he has taken the friend: Lord? 
ly Advice of his Kinfman, the good Lord Dang Z. 
court, to run his Eſtate two'thouſand Pound more in 
Debt, to put the whc!e Management of what's leſt 
into Paul Pillage's Hands, that he may be at leiſur 


himſel 
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= himſelf to retrieve his Affairs, by being a Parliament 

Man. 

I. Town. A moſt admirable Scheme, indeed! 
Man. And with this politick Proſpect, he's now upon 
his Journey to London | 
I. Town. What can it end in? 

Man. Pooh! a Journey into the Country again. 

T. Town, Do you think he'll ſtir, till his Mony's 
gone? or at leaſt, till the Seſſion is over? | 
= Man, If my Intelligence is right, my Lord, he won't 
© fit long enough to give his Vote for a Turn-pike. | 
I. Town, How fo? | : | 
Manu. O! a bitter Buſineſs ! he had ſcarce a Vote, in 
the whole Town, beſide the Returning Officer: Sir 7h 
uill certainly have it heard at the Bar of the Houſe, 
and ſend him about his Buſineſs again. 


7 1 L. Town, Then he has made a fine Buſineſs of it in- 
en * i deed. — 

„ Man. Which, as far as my little Intereſt will go, 
. & ſhall be done, in as few Days as poſſible. 
ag n La. Grace. But why would you ruin the poor Gen- 
| tleman's Fortune, Mr. Manly? 
Lag Man. No, Madam, I wou'd only ſpoil his Project, 
KNOW to ſave his Fortune. 

el La. Grace. How are you concern'd enough, to do 
* 0 | Either ? | 
bt 1 Han. Why — I have ſome Obligations to the Fa- 
u 45 mily, Madam: I enjoy at this time a pretty Eſtate, 
ad ny” which Sir Francis was Heir at Law to: but —— by 
ng { his being a Booby ; the laſt Will of an obſtinate old 
m_— Uncle gave it to me. | 


like his WE Enter a SERVANT. 


ily r Serv. [To Manly.] Sir, here's one of your Servants 
W find from your Houſe, deſires to ſpeak with you. 

bawling BF Man. Will you give him leave to come in, my 
> friend: Lord? | 

Dang LI. Town, Sir — the Ceremony's of your own 
more n making. 85 

at's leit | 


B 2 


Eber 
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Enter MAN LS Servant. 


Man. Well, Fames! what's the Matter now? 
James. Sir, here's Fohn Moody's juſt come to Town, 
he ſays Sir Francis, and all the Family, will be her 
to-night, and is in a great Hurry to ſpeak with you, 
Man. Where is he? 5 
Fam. At our Houſe, Sir: he has been gaping and 
ſtumping about the Streets, in his dirty Boots, and ak, 1 
ing every one he meets, if they can tell him, where he 
may have a good Lodging for a Parliament-Man, 'til 
he can hire a handſom whole Houſe, fit for all his F. 
mily, for the Winter. | | 2 
Man. I am afraid, my Lord, I muſt wait up 
Mr. Moody. | I 
L. Town. Pr'ythee! let's have him here: He will 
divert us. | 3 
Man. O my Lord! he's ſuch a Cub! Not but he 
ſo near Common Senſe, that he paſſes for a Wit in the 
Family. = 
La. Grace, I beg of all things, we may have him: 2*ve! 


J am in love with Nature, let her Dreſs be never (WF —- 
homely ! I did 
Man. Then defire him to come hither, James. L. 


{IAG James, 5 you 1 
La. Grace. Pray what may be Mr. Moody's Pott ? 1.4 
Man. Oh! his Maitre D' Hötel, his Butler, his Bailif, i all in 


his Hind, his Huntſman ; and ſometimes — his Com- Croſſe 
Panion. | | La. 
L. Town. It runs in my Head, that the Moment this Moody 
Knight has ſet him down in the Houſe, he will get up, * 
to give them the carlieſt Proof, of what Importance he never 
3s to the Publick, in his own Country. | now. 
tan. Yes, and when they have heard him, he wil yr 


find, that his utmoſt Importance ſtands valued at 


ſometimes being invited to Dinner. mun t! 

La. Grace. And her Ladyſhip, I ſuppoſe, will make | be, 
as conſiderable a Figure, in her Sphere too. Man 
Man. That you may depend upon: For (if I don travel? 
miſtak e) ſhe has ten times more of the Jade in her, tha TA 
me yet knows of: Aud ſhe will ſo improve in his dy Lac 
| Soi would 
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Seil, in a Month, that ſhe will viſit all che Ladies, 
that will let her into their Houſes: And run in Debt 


2 
i 
Par 
7 

© 20 
2 
DE 
5 


do all the Shop- keepers, that will let her into their 
here Books: In ſhort, before her Important Spouſe has made 
u. five Pounds, by his Eloquence, at Yefminfter; the 
= will have loſt five hundred at Dice, and Quadrille, in 
and the Pariſh of St. FJames's. 
I ahb Li. Town. So that, by that time he is declared unduly 
re he Hlected, a Swarm of Duns will be ready for their Mo- 
„ 1 ny; and his Worſhip —— will be ready for a Jail. 


Man. Yes, yes, that I reckon will cloſe the Account 
of this hopeful Journey to London —— But ſee here 
upon comes the Fore-horfe of the Team 


7 Enter Joun Moopy. 
e will 


Oh! Honeſt John 
at hen . J. Mood. Ad's waunds, and heart! Maſter Many! 
in ten Im glad I ha, fun ye. Lawd! lawd! give me a Buſs! | 
WW Why that's friendly naw ! Fleſh ! I thought we ſhould 
never ha' got hither! Well! and how d'ye do Maſter ? 
ver ol! — Good lack! J beg pardon, for my Bawldneſs —— 
I did not ſee, at his Honour was here. | 
, I.. Town, Mr. Moody, your Servant: I am glad to ſee 
James Von in London. I hope all the good Family is well. 
: F. Mood. Thanks be prais'd your Honour, they are 
| Bailif : all in pretty good Heart; thof” we have had a power of 
. Co | Croſſes upo' th? Road. 
s : —— Grace, I hope my Lady has had no hart, Mr. 
. WW Moody. | 
ent tu F. Mood. Non, and pleaſe your Ladyſhip, ſhe was 
never in better Humour: There's Mony enough ſtirring 
now. | 
he wil! Man. What has been the Matter, John? 
2 F. Mood. Why we came up, in ſuch a Hurry, you 
; _ think, that our Tackle was not ſo tight as it ſhould 


> him: 


| be. | 
il mv Her. Come, tell us all Pray how do they 
FI dong travel? - 6 

ner, that F. Mood. Why 1th? awld Coach, Maſter, and *cauſe 


my Lady loves to do things handſom, to be ſure, ſhe 
would have a couple of Cart-horſes clapt to th' four 
a B 3 old 
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o!d Geldings, that Neighbours might ſee ſhe went up 
to London in her Coach and Six! And ſo Giles Foultt 
the Plow man rides Poſtilion! | | 

Man. Very well! The Journey ſets out as it ſhould 
do. [ Afede.] What, do they bring all the Children with 
them too? | 

J. Iod. Noa, noa, only the younk Squoire, and 
Miſs Fenny. The other Foive are all out at board, at 
half a Crown a Head, a Week, with Joan Grow/e at 
Smoak-Dunghill Farm. | 

Man. Good-again! a right Erg/i Academy fo 
younger Children! 

J. Mood. Anon, Sir. [Not underſtanding hin, 

La. Grace. Poor Souls | What will become of em! 

F. Mood. Nay, nay, for that Matter, Madam, they 
are in very good Hands: Joan loves um, an as thot' 
they were all her own: For ſhe was Wet. Nurſe to every 
Mother's Babe of um Ay, ay, they'll ne'er want 
for a Belly-full there! 

La. Grace. What Simplicity ! 

Man. The Lud *a Mercy upon all good Folks! What 
Work will theſe People make! [Holding up his Hand. 

{ Tewn. And when do you expect them here, Job! 

J. Mood. Why we were in hopes to ha' come Yeſter- 
day, an' it had no' been, that th' owld Wheaze-belly 
Horſe tyr'd: And then we were ſo cruelly Loaden, We 
that the two Fore- Wheels came Craſh! down at once 
in Waggon- Rut-Lane, and there we loſt four Houn, 
ore we cou'd ſet things to rights again. 

Man. So they bring all their Baggage, with the Coach 
then? 

J. Mord. Ay, ay, and good Store on't there is — 
Why, my Lady's Geer alone were as much as fill 
four Portmantel Trunks, beſide the great Deal-Box, 
that heavy Ralph and the Monkey fit upon behind. 

Id. La. ard Man. Ha! ha! ha! 

La. Grace. Well, Mr. Moody, and pray how many 
are they within the Coach? KF 

F. Maod. Why there's my Lady, and his Worſhip; WW withou; 
and the younk Squoire, and Miſs Ferry, and the fu Ma 
Lap Dag, and my Lady's Maid, Mrs. Handy, — E 2 Man, 
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ha' much Goodneſs to ſpare. 


Þ zgree fill. 


and Biſcuits, and Cheeſe, and cold boil'd Beef 
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Dull Tripe the Cook, that's all — Only Doll puked a 


little with riding backward, ſo they hoiſted her into the 


Coach- Box — And then her Stomach was eaſy. 

La. Grace. Oh! I ſee em! I ſee em go by me. Ah! 
ha! ; [ Laughing, 
7. Mood. Then yow mun think, Meſter, there was 


ſome Stowage for the Belly, as well as th' Back too; 


Childer are apt to be famiſht upo' the Road; ſo we had 
ſach Cargoas of Plumb-Cake, and Baskets of Tongues, 
And 
then, in caſe of Sickneſs, Bottles of Cherry-Brandy, 
Plague-water, Sack, Tent, and Strong Beer ſo plenty as 


made th' owld Coach crack again! Mercy upon them! 


and ſend *em all well to Town, I fay. 
Man. Ay! And well out on't again, John. 


F. Mood. Ods-bud! Maſter, you're a wiſe Mon; and 


for that Matter, ſo am I —— Whoam's whoam, I fay : 
I'm ſure we ha' got but little Good, e' er fin' we turn'd 
our Backs on't. Nothing but Miſchief! Some Devil's 


Trick or other plagued us, awth' dey lung! Crack! 
goes one thing: Bawnce! goes another. 


Woa, ſays 
Then fowſe! we are all ſet faſt in a Slough. 


Roger 


Whaw! cries Miſs! Scream go the Maids ! and bawl, 
juſt as an' thof' they were ſtuck! And ſo Mercy on us! 


this was the Trade from Morning to Night. But my 
Lady was in ſuch a murrain haſte to be here, that ſet out 
ſhe would, thof' I told her, it was Chi/dermas Day. 
Man. Theſe Ladies, theſe Ladies, John 
F. Mood. Ah, Meaſter! I ha' ſcen a little of 'em; 
Ard I find that the belt — when ſhe's mended, won't 


L. Town. Well ſaid, 7obn. Ha! ha! | 


Man, I hope at leaſt, you and your good Woma 


F. Mood. Ay! ay! much of a Muchneſs. Bridget 


: ſticks to me: Tho? as for her Goodneſs — why ſhe was 


willing to come to London too 


But hawld a Bit? 


No, noa, ſays I, there may be Miſchief enough done, 
| without you, 


: a Man, 


Man, Why that was bravely ſpoken, Fohn, and like 
B 4 F. ood, 
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old Geldings, that Neighbours might ſee ſhe went up 
to London in her Coach and Six! And ſo Giles Foulter 


the Plowman rides Poſtilion ! 

Man. Very. well! The Journey ſets out as it ſhould 
do. [ Afide.) What, do they bring all the Children with 
them too? | 

F. Mood. Noa, noa, only the younk Squoire, and 
Miſs Jenny. The other Foive are all out at board, at 
half a Crown a Head, a Week, with Jean Grow/e at 
Smrak- Dunghill Farm. | | 

Man. Good-again! a right Engl; Academy foy 
younger Children! 

J. Mood. Anon, Sir. [Not underſtanding hin, 
La. Grace. Poor Souls | What will become of em? 
F. Meod. Nay, nay, for that Matter, Madam, they 
are in very good Hands: Joan loves um, an as thof' 
they were all her own: For ſhe was Wet Nurſe to every 
Mother's Babe of um- Ay, ay, they'll ne'er want 

tor a Belly-full there! 

La. Grace. What Simplicity! 

Man, The Lud 'a Mercy upon all good Folks! What 
Work will thefe People make! [Holding up his Hangs, 

L. Tewn. Ard when do you expect them here, 7ohbn? 
J. Mood. Why we were in hopes to ha' come Yeſter- 
day, an' it had no' been, that th' owld Wheaze-belly 
Horſe tyr'd: And then we were ſo cruelly Loaden, 
that the two Fore- Wheels came Craſh! down at once, 
in Waggon-Rut-Lane, and there we loſt four Hours, 
ore we cou'd ſet things to rights again. | 

Man. So they bring all their Baggage, with the Coach 
then? 

F. Merd. Ay, ay, and good Store on't there is — 
Why, my Lady's Geer alone were as much as fill 
four Portmantel Trunks, beſide the great Deal-Box, 
that heavy Ralph and the Monkey fit upon behind. 

Ld. La. ard Man. Ha! ha! ha! 

La. Grace. Well, Mr. Moody, and pray how many 
are they within the Coach? 

J. Hood. Why there's my Lady, and his Worſhip; 
and the younk Squoire, and Miſs Ferny, and the fat 
Lap Dag, and my Lady's Maid, Mrs. Handy, * 
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Doll Tripe the Cock, that's all — Only Doll puked a 
little with riding backward, ſo they hoiſted her into the 
= Coach-Box — And then her Stomach was eaſy. 


La. Grace, Oh! I ſee em! I ſee em go by me. Ah! 


3 ha! [ Laughing, 


J. Mood. Then yow mun think, Meſter, there was 


E ſome Stowage for the Belly, as well as th' Back too; 
E Childer are apt to be famiſht upo' the Road; ſo we had 
E ſuch Cargoas of Plumb-Cake, and Baskets of Tongues, 
and Biſcuits, and Cheeſe, and cold boil'd Beef 
then, in caſe of Sickneſs, Bottles of Cherry-Brandy, 
© Plague-water, Sack, Tent, and Strong Beer ſo plenty as 
made th' owId Coach crack again! Mercy upon them! 
and ſend 'em all well to Town, I fay. | 


And 


Man. Ay! And well out on't again, John. Sp 
7. Mood. Ods-bud ! Mafter, you're a wiſe Mon; and 


# for that Matter, ſo am I — Whoam's whoam, I fay : 
I'm ſure we ha' got but little Good, e' er fin' we turn'd 
cur Backs on't. 
Trick or other plagued us, awth' dey lung! Crack! 
goes one thing: Bawnce! goes another. 
Koger 
| Whaw | cries Miſs! Scream go the Maids ! and bawl, 
| juſt as an' thof' they were ſtuck! And ſo Mercy on us! 
this was the Trade from Morning to Night. But my 
Lady was in ſuch a murrain haſte to be here, that ſet out 
| the would, thof' I told her, it was Chi/dermas Day. 


Nothing but Miſchief! Some Devil's 


Woa, ſays 
Then fowſe! we are all ſet faſt in a Slough. 


Man. Theſe Ladies, theſe Ladies, John 
J. Mood. Ah, Meaiter! I ha' ſcen a little of 'em; 


Ard I find that the belt —— when ſhe's mended, won't 
ha' much Goodneſs to ſpare. 


L. Town. Well ſaid, 7obn. Ha! ha! 3 
Man, I hope at leaſt, you and your good Woman 
agree ſtill. 


F. Mood. Ay! ay! much of a Muchneſs. Bridget 


| ſticks to me: Tho? as for her Goodneſs — why ſhe was 


willing to come to London too But hawld a Bit? 
No, noa, ſays I, there may be Miſchief enough done, 


without you, 


—4 Why that was bravely ſpoken, John, and like 
a an. . . 
ED B 4 * . Mord 6 
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F. Mood. Ah, weaſt Heart, were Meaſter but hawf a 
the Mon that I am -——— Ods wookers! thof' hell 

ſpeak ſtawtly too ſometimes But then he conn! © J 
hawld it no! he conno' hawld it. or” 


L. Town La. Grace, Man. Ha! ha! ha! 
F. Moed. Ods fleſh! But I mun hye me whoam! We 7 
th' Coach will be coming every Hour naw but . 
Meaſter charg'd me to find your Worſhip out; for he 
has hugey Buſineſs with you; and will certainly wait 
upon you, by that time he can put on a clean Neck- Af 
cloth. | | Pee 

Man. O John / I'll wait upon him. 1 

F. Mood. Why you wonno' be ſo kind, wull ye? at hat 


RT FT RT DI 


Man. If you'll tell me where you lodge. q 

. Mood. Juſt i'th' Street next to where your Worſhip . 
dwells, the Sign of the Golden Bal. It's Gold ; 8; 
all over; where they ſell Ribbands, and Flappits, and 4k «4 c 
other ſort of Geer for Gentlewomen, thn 

Man. A Milliner's? b N 


7. M84. Ay, ay, one Mrs, Motherly: Waunds! ſhe M 
hu a Coople of clever Girls there a ſtitching i'th' Fore - 7 © 
YCOm. 

Mau. Yes, yes, ſhe's a Woman of good Buſineſs, no 
doubt on'c Who recommended that Houſe to you, 
- Tohn? | 

77 Mood. The greateſt good Fortune in the World, 

ſure! For as I was gaping about Streets, who ſhould 

lock out of the Window there, but the fine Gentleman, 
that was always riding by our Coach Side, at Tor Races 
Count —— BaſJet; ay, that's he. 
Man. Baſſet? Oh, I remember? I know him by 
Sight. : 


rr v reroowmoge a va0 wee — — — A - 


9 r 


J. Mood. Well! to be ſure, as civil a Gentleman, to 
ſee to — 
Man. As any Sharper in Town. 8/72 


F. Mood. At York, he us'd to breakfaſt with my Lady 
every Morning. 

Man. Yes, yes, and I ſuppoſe her Ladyſhip will re- 

turn his Compliment here in Fown. - [ Aid. 

F. Mood, Well, Meaſter 

L. Town. My Service to Sir Francis, and my on 

| 
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La. Grace. And mine, pray Mr. Moody. 1 
F. Mood. Ah, your Honors, they'll be proud on't, I 
dare ſay. | 
# "as, I'll bring my Compliments myſelf : So, honeſt 


R 
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m! 7. Mood, Dear Meaſter Mon/y? the Goodneſs of 
but WE Goodneſs bleſs and preſerve you. [Exit J. Moody. 
he I L. Town. What a natural Creature tis! 

wait Ia. Grace. Well! I can't but think John, in a wet 


Aſternoon in the Country, muſt be very good Com- 


3 f Z. Town. O! the Tramontane! If this were known 


at half the Qgadrille. Tables in Town, they would lay 
aon their Cards to laugh at you. 

ſhip La. Grace. And the Minute they took them up again 

30d they would do the ſame at the Loſers ——— But to let 

and vou ſee, that I think good Company may ſometimes 
want Cards to keep them together: what think you, if 
we three ſat ſoberly down, to kill an Hour at Ombre. 

! ſhe WW Nan. I ſhall be too hard for you, Madam. 

Fore · la. Grace. No matter! I ſhall have as much Advan- 
tage of my Lord, as you have of me. 

„ 0 T. Town. Say you ſo, Madam? Have at you, then 

Jou, Here! Get the Oabre- Table, and Cards. 

_ [Exit L. Townly. 
'orld, Ta. Grace. Come, Mr. Manly I know you 
hould . don't forgive me now! | 
Man, WE Mar. I don't know whether I ought to forgive your 
Races Bithinking ſo, Madam. Where do you imagine I could 

paſs my Time fo agreeably ? 
m by WW La. Grace. I'm ſorry my Lord is not here to take 
Wis Share of the Compliment But he'll wonder 
an, io What's become of us! | 
7 Man. I'll follow in a Moment, Madam 
Ajae. | [Exit La. Graces 
Lad t muſt be ſo =——— She ſecs I love her yet with 
: That unoffending Decency, ſhe avoids an Explanation ? 
ill . flow amiable is every Hour of her Conduct? What a 
Aide. Mile Opinion have J had of the whole Sex, for theſe ten 
Lady. ears paſt, which this ſenſible Creature has recover'd! 
9 n leſs than One? Such a Companion, ſure, might com- 
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pen/ate all the irkſome Diſappointments, that Pride 


Folly, and Falſhood ever gave me! an 
Could Women regulate, like her, their Lives, 5 
What Halcyon Days were in the Gift of Wives! pen 
Vain Rovers, then, might envy what they hate; : Lac 
And only Fools would mock the Married State. [ Fx; I 

| "Su C 
Duſe and 

f 32 1 
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SCENE, Mrs. Motherly's Houſe, por i 
Enter Count BASS ET and Mrs, Mor HE RTL V. | & 
| $25 | M 

Count BASS ET. to he 


2 TELL you, there is not ſuch a Family in ny p 
England, for you! Do you think I woull C. 
have gone out of your Lodgings for any Body, but le 


„that was not ſure to make you eaſy for the No. 
Winter? . 

Moth. Nay, I ſee nothing againſt it, Sir, but the 
Gentleman's being a Parliament-Man ; and when People Mot 
may, as it were, think one Impertinent, or be out «i ſwer te 
Humour, you know, when a Body comes to ask fu C. * 
one's own | | Mot, 


C. Baſ. Pmah! Pr'ythee never trouble thy Head . C. 2 
His Pay is as good as the Bank! Why he has abort Fortun 


two thouſand a Year! | Mot! 
Moth. Alas-a-day! that's nothing: Your People d ſue was 
ten thouſand a Year, have ten thouſand things to do I 2 
with it. | ES „ De 
C. Baſ. Nay, if you are afraid of being out of ya 7 Dea 
Money; what do you think of going a little with ne Parry h 
Mrs. Motherly ? Math 
Moth. As how? | Marry h 
C. Baſ. Why I have a Game in my Hand, in which, C. B. 
if you'll croup me, that is, help me to play it, you (hall —_ 
+ $34 


five hundred to nothing. 
oy | K Mall. 
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Matt, 


N — When I was down this Summer at Tort, I hap- 
= pen'd to lodge in the ſame Houſe with this Knight's 
= Lady, that's now coming to lodge with you. 

7 and paſs an idle Hour with her — 

I have the Impudence to Sup, and be buſy with her. 


4 for it! What, you have a Paſſion for her Pin-Money 
no, no, Country Ladies are not ſo fluſh of it! 


to hear you talk at this rate! Is this your way of making 
my poor Neice Myrtilla eaſy ? 


| but let me ſpeak | 


ſwer to it. 


Fortune 


I preſume, 


my Dear! the Devil! you did not think 1 propos'd ta 
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Moth. Say you ſo? Why then, I go, Sir -— 


and now pray let's ſee your Game. | 
C. Ba/. Look you in one Word, my Cards lie thus 


Moth Did you fo, Sir? 
C. Ba/. And ſometimes had the Honour to Breakfaſt, 


Mosh. Very good; and here I ſuppoſe you would 


C. Ba/. Pſhah ! pr'ythee hear me! 
Moth. Is this your Game? I would not give Sixpence 


C. Baſ. Nay! if you won't have Patience 
Moth. One had need to have a good deal, I am ſure, 


C. Baſ. Death! I ſhall do it fill, if the Woman will 


Moth. Had not you a Letter from her this Morning 2 

C. Baſ. J have it here in my Pocket this is it. 
¶ Sheawws it and puts it up again. 

Moth. Ay, But I don't find you have made any An- 


C. Baſ. How the Devil can I, if you won't hear me! 

Moth. What! hear you talk of another Woman? 

C. Baſ. O lud! O lud! I tell you, I'll make her 

'Ounds! I'll marry her. | 
Moth. A likely matter! if you would not do it when 

ſhe was a Maid, your Stomach is not ſo ſharp ſet now, 


C. Baſ. Hey day ! why your Head begins to turn, 


marry her myſelf! 
Meth. If you don't, who the Devil do you think will 
Marry her? | | 
C. Baſ. Why, a Fool 
Moth. Humph! there may be Senſe in that — 
C. Baſ. Very good —— One for t'other then; if L. 
GAR 
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can help her to a Husband, why ſhould not you come  C 
into my Scheme of helping me to a Wife? the 
Math. Your Pardon, Sir! ay! ay! in an honourable WW 2 
Affair, you know you may command me — but pray WW all 
where is this bleſſed Wife and Husband to be had? 1 
C. Baſ. Now have a little Patience — You muſt 
know then, this Country Knight, and his Lady, bring 
up, in the Coach with them, their eldeſt Son and a . 77 
Daughter, to teach them to waſh their Faces, and Beds 
turn their Toes out. | | 1M 
Moth. Good ! | E alway 
C. Baſ. The Son is an unlick'd Whelp, about fix- none 
teen, juſt taken from School; and begins to hanker af. J 
ter every Wench in the Family: The Daughter, much this is 
of the ſame Age, a pert, forward Huſſy, who having C. 
eight thoufand Pound, left her by an old doting Grand- My; 
mother, ſeems to have a deviliſh Mind to be doing, in {WW C. 
ber Way too. | Mor 
Moth. And your Deſign is, to put her into Buſineſs WW you th 


for Life? 
C. Baſ. Look you, in ſhort, Mrs. Motherly, we Gen- C. 5 
temen, whoſe occaſional Chariots roll, only, upon the BW joy'd f 
four Aces, are liable ſometimes, you know, to have a . My- 
Wheel owt of Order: Which, I confeſs, is ſo much my C. 
Caſe at ere that my dapple Grays are redue d to we ma) 
a Pair of Ambling Chairmen : Now, if with your A.- Myr. 
fiſtance, I can whip up this young Jade into a Hackney. WF C. 
Coach, I may chance, in a Day or two after, to carry BW help th, 
her in my own Chariot, en famille, to an Opera. Now Myr. 
what do you ſay to me? 5 
Moth. Why, I ſhall not ſleep for thinking C. 2 
of it. But how will you prevent the Family's ſmoking Squire, 
your Defign? nere? 
C. Baſ. By renewing my Addreſſes to the Mother. Ihr. 
Meth. And how will the Daughter like that, think you? C. Ba 
C. Baſ. Very well whilſt it covers her owl 


A flair. rk! v 
Math. That's true — it muſt do but, as you 
; ſay, one for tother Sir, I ſtick to that —— if you dont 
do my Neiee's Bufineſs with the Son, I'll blow you with Moth 
. the Daughter, depend upon t. | Door ! t! 


C. Ba. 
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C. Baſ. It's a Bett pay as we go, I tell you, and 
the five hundred ſhall be ſtak'd, in a third Hand. 
Moth. That's honeſt —— But here comes my Neice! 
E fall we let her into the Secret ? | 
C. Baſ. Time enough! may be, I may touch upon it. 


Euter My RTILLA, 


| Moth. So Neice, are all the Rooms done out, and the 
© Beds ſheeted ? 
Mr. Yes, Madam, but Mr. Moody tells us the Lady 
| always burns Wax, in her own Chamber, and we have 
none in the Houſe. | | 
| Mb, Odſo! then I muſt beg your Pardon, Count: 
this is a buſy Time you know. © [Exit Mrs. Motherly. 
C. Baſ. Myrtilla! how doſt thou do, Child? 
Myr. As well as a loſing Gameſter can. 
C. Ba/. Why, what have you loſt ? 
| Myr. What I ſhall never recover; and what's worſe, 
you that have won it, don't ſeem to be much the better 
| for't, 
| C. Ba/. Why Child, doft thou ever ſee any body over- 
joy'd for winning a deep Stake, ſix Months after tis over. 
Mr. Would J had never play'd for it! 
C. Baſ. Pſhah ! Hang theſe melancholy Thoughts! 
we may be Friends ſtill. | ; 
Myr. Dull ones. 
C. Ba/. Uſeful ones perhaps ſuppoſe I ſhould 
| help thee to a good Husband ? 
Myr. I ſuppoſe you'll think any one good enough, 
that will take me off o' your hands. 
C. Baf. What do you think of the young Country 


Squire, the Heir of the Family, that's coming to lodge | 


here? 

Myr. How ſhould I know what to think of him? 

C. Baſ. Nay, I only give you the Hint, Child; it may 
de worth your while, at leaſt, to look about you 
Hark! what Buſtle's that without? 


Enter Mrs. MoTHERLSY z haſte. 


Moth. Sir! Sir! the Gentleman's Coach is at the 


Door! they are all come! 
| C. Baſ 
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C. Baſ. What, already? | | 
Moth. They are juſt getting out — won't you ſeg 
and lead in my Lady? Do you be in the way, Neice 


I muſt ran and receive them. [ Exit Mrs. Motherly, 
C. Baſ. And think of what I told you. | Exit Count 
Myr. Ay! ay! you have left me enough to think of. 

as long as I live———a faithleſs Fellow! I am ſure, | 

have been true to him; and for that only Reaſon, he 
wants to be rid of me: But while Women are weak, 

Men will be Rogues! And for a Bane to both their Joy. 

and ours; when our Vanity indulges them, in ſuch in. 

nocent Favours, as make them adore us; we Can never 

be well, *cill we grant them the very one, that puts a 

end to their Devotion. But here comes my Aunt, 

and the Company. 


Mrs. MoTnuerLy returns, ſhewing in Lady 
WRONGHEAD, /ed by Cornt Bass Ex. 


Moth. If your Ladyſhip - pleaſes to walk into thi 
Parlour, Madam, only for the preſent, till your Sr. 
vants have got all your Things in. | 

La. Wrong. Well! dear Sir, this is ſo infinitely oblig: 
ing! — I proteſt it gives me Pain tho', to turn you 
out of your Lodging thus! 

C. Baſ. No Trouble in the leaſt, Madam; we ſingle 
Fellows are ſoon mov'd: beſides, Mrs. Motherch's my 
old Acquaintance, and 1 could not be her Hindrance. 

Moth. The Count is ſo well bred, Madam, I dat 
ſay he would do a great deal more, to accommocatt 
your Ladyſhip. | . 

La. Wrong. O dear Madam ! —— A good well bred 
ſort of a Woman. [ {part to the Count. 

C. Ba/. O Madam, ſhe is very much among People dl 
Quality, ſhe is ſeldom without them, in her * 

La. Wrong. Are there a good many People of Qua 
lity in this Street, Mrs. Motherly ? 3 
Moth. Now your Ladyſhip is here, Madam, I don! 
believe there is a Houſe without them. 

La. Wrong. J am mighty glad of that! for really! 
think People of Quality ſhould always live among ore 
another, | I 
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| I'm glad to ſee thee! A good ſort of a Houle this! 


Loſt not baw, Dick ? 
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C. Ba. Tis what one would chooſe indeed, Madam: 
La. Wrong. Bleſs me! but where are the Children all 


3 this while? 


Aſeth. Sir 1 Madam, I believe, is taking care 


9 of them. 


Sir Fran. [within.) John Moody ! ſtay you by the 


: Coach. and ſee all our Things out—Come, 3 


Mosh. Here they are, Madam. 


Enter Sir FR AN OIS, Squire Rich p, and 
Miſs JENNY. 


Sir Fran, Well, Count! I mun ſay it, this was koynd, 


indeed! 


C. Ba/. Sir Francis? give me leave to bid you wel- 


Waunds, 


come to Londox. 


Sir Fan. Pſhah! how doſt do, Mon — 


C. Baſ. Is not that Maſter Richard ? 
Sir Frau. Ey! Ey! that's young hopeful 


-why 


Sgu. Rich. So I do, Feyther. 
C. Ba/. Sir, I'm glad to fee yu] proteſt 


; Mrs. Jane is grown ſo, I ſhould not have known her. 


Sir Fran. Come forward, Fenny. 
Fenny. Sure, Papa, do you think I don't know how 


| to behave my ſelf ? 


C. Ba/. If 1 have Permiſſion to approach Her, Sir 


| Franc: 


Madam, 


Jenny, Lord, Sir, I'm in ſuch a frightful Pickle—— 
[Salutr. 

C. Baſ. Every Dreſs that's proper muſt become you, 

you have been a long Journey. 

Fenny. 1 hope you will ſee me in better, to-morrow, 


Sir. 


[La. Wrong. whiſpers Mrs. Moth. pointing to Myrtilla. 
oth, Only a Neice of mine, Madam, that lives with 


me; ſhe will be proud to give your Ladyſhip any Aſ- 


W tiftance in her Power. 


La. Wrong. A pretty fort of a young Woman =—— 
Jenny, you two > muſt be acquainted. 


Jenny. 
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* Fenny. O, Mamma! I am never ſtrange, in a ſtran 
Place! [Salutes Myrtilla, 

Myr. Youdo me a great deal of Honour, Madam 
Madam your Ladyſhip's welcome to Londor. 

Fenny. Mamma! I like her prodigiouſly ! ſhe call'd 
me my Ladyſhip. ; 

Sgu. Rich. Pray Mother, mayn't ] be acquainted with 
her too! | | 


La. Wrong. You ! you Clown! ſtay *till you learn 1 


little more Breeding firſt. 
Sir Fran. Od's Heart! my Lady Mrong head / why 


do you balk the Lad? how ſhould he ever learn Breed 


ing, if he does not put himſelf forward ? 

Squ. Rich. Why ay, Feather, does Mother think at 
I'd be uncivil to her? 

Myr. Maſter has ſo much Good-humeur, Madam, 
he would ſoon gain upon any Body. 

Sgu. Rich, Lo' you theere, Moather: and you would 
but be quiet, ſhe and I ſhould do well enough. 

La. Wrong. Why, how now, Sirrah! Boys muſt not 
be ſo familiar. 

Sgu. Rich. Why, an I know no body, haw the Mur- 
rain mun I paſs my Time here, in a ſtrange Place? Naw 
you and I, and Siſter, forſooth, ſometimes, in an After- 
noon, may play at One and thirty Bone-Ace, purely. 

| Fenny, Speak for yourſelf, Sir! D'ye think I play at 
ſuch Clowniſh Games ? 988 

Squ. Rich. Why and you woant yo? ma' let it aloane; 
then ſhe, and I, mayhap, will have a bawt at All fours, 
without you. | | 

Sir Fran. Noa! Noa! Dic, that won't do neither; 
you mun learn to make one at Ombre, here, Child, 

Myr. If Maſter pleaſes, I'll ſhew it him. 

Sgu. Rich. What! the Humber! Hoy day! why does 
our River run to this Tawn, Feather? | 

Sir Fran. Pooh ! you filly Tony! Ombre is a Geam at 
Cards, that the better Sort of People play three together at. 

Sgu. Rich. Nay the moare the merrier, I jay; but 
Siſter is always ſo croſs- grand. | 

Fenny. Lord! this Boy is enough to deaf People 
and one has really been ſtuft up in a Coach ſo _ 

| af 


[He lie Myr. 


La. 


La. J 
he likes 


| Sir F 
to look 
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that — Pray Madam could not I get a little 


| Powder for my Hair? 


Myr. If you pleaſe to come along with me, Madam. 
[Exeunt Myr. and Jenny, 
Sgu. Rich. What has Siſter ta*en her away naw ! meſs, 


III go, and have a little game with em. [ Ex. after them. 


La. Wrong. Well, Count, I hope you won't ſo far 


change your Lodgings, but you will come, and be at 
| home here ſometimes ? 


Sir Frau. Ay, ay | pr'ythee come and take a bit of 
Mutton with us, naw and tan, when thouh'ſt nowght 


to do. | | 
C. Baſ. Well, Sir Francis, you ſhall find I'll make 


but very little Ceremony. 


Sir Fran. Why ay naw, that's hearty ! 
Moth. Will your Ladyſhip pleaſe to refreſh yourſelf, 


with a Diſh of Tea, after your Fatigue? I think I have 
pretty good. | 


La. Wrong. If you pleaſe, Mrs. Motherly ; but I be- 


lieve we had beſt have it above Stairs. 
| Moth. Very well, Madam: it ſhall be ready imme- 


diately. [Exit Mrs, Motherly. 
La. Wrong. Won't you walk up, Sir? | 
Sir Fran. Moody! . | 
C. Baſ. Shan't we ſtay for Sir Francis, Madam? 
LE Wrong, Lard! don't mind him! he will come if 
e likes it. | | 


| Sir Fran, Ay, ay | ne'er heed me I ha- things 


to look after, [Exeunt La. Wrong. and Count Baſ. 


Enter Joux Moopr. 


J. Mood. Did your Worſhip want muh? 

dir Fran. Ay, is the Coach clear'd? and all our 

hings in ? | | 

J. Mood. Aw but a few Band-boxes, and the Nook 
that's left o'th* Gooſe Poy But a Plague on him, 
t Monkey has gin us the ſlip, I think I ſappoſe 
he's goon to ſee his Relations; for here looks to be a 
ower of *um in this Tawn but heavy Ralph is 
Kawer'd after him. | 

dir Fran. Why let him go to the Devil! no — 
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and the Hawnds had had him a Month agoe———. N 
but I wiſh the Coach and Horſes were got ſafe to th glad | 
Inn! This is a ſharp Tawn, we mun look about us here, C- 
John, therefore I would have you goa alung with Roger, chat! 
and ſee that nobody runs away with them before the) —— 
get to the Stable. Ma 
F. Mood. Alas. a- day, Sir: I believe our awJd Cattle WE Sir 
woant yeaſily be run away with to- night but howſom. Folks 
dever, we'ſt ta' the beſt care we can of um, poor Saw Ma 
Sir Fran, Well, well! make haſte then differe 
| [Mocdy goes out, and return, We Sir 
F. Mood. Ods Fleſh ! here's Meaſter only conie u have ii 
v ait upo' your Worſhip ! I'm o. 
Sir Fran, Wheere is he? . have r 
F. Mood. Juſt coming in, at Threſhould. and m. 
Sir Fran. Then goa about your Buſineſs, [Ex. Moody, M brough 
: me, na 
| Enter MaNLy. | as 

Couſin Monly ! Sir, J am your very humble Servant. afraid 
Man, I heard you were come, Sir Francis — and — quence 
Sir Fran. Odſheart! this was ſo kindly done of you nay, ¶ to mal 


Man. I wiſh you may think it ſo, Couſin! for! Sir ! 
confeſs, I ſhould have been better pleas'd to have {ca Max 
you in any other Place. againſt 

Sir Frau. How ſoa, Sir? | Sir F 

Man. Nay, tis for your own ſake : I'm not concern's, find a w 

Sir Fran, Look you, Couſin! thof' I know you win ou for 


me well; yet I don't queſtion I ſhall give you ſuc an. 
weighty Reaſons for whit I have done, that you wil ſervice ; 
ſay, Sir, this is the wiſeſt Journey that ever I made in ſto be) th 
my Life. | ing them 

Man. I think it ought to be, Couſin; for I believe, . Sir Fr 
you will find it the moſt expenſive one — your Electin home ag 
did not colt you a Trifle, I ſuppoſe. _ Man. 

Sir Fran. Why ay! it's true! That — that did lick {Wepair ye 
a little; but if a Man's wiſe, (and I han't fawnd yet that Sir F. 
I'm a Fool) there are ways Couſin, to lick one's ſel the Vo, 
whole again. | ance Eng 

Man. Nay if you have that Secret | have 

Sir Fran, Don't you be fearful, Couſin ——— you'l]'zult, if 
find that I know ſomething. | ere at t. 
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ou will 
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believe, 


Election 


lid lick 
yet that 
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0 youll 
Mas 


have liv'd all my Days i'th' Country — what then 
I'm o'th' Duoram —— I have been at Seffions, and I 
E have made Speeches theere! ay, and at Veſtry too —— 
and may hap they may find here, 

brought my Tongue up to Town with me! D'ye take 
me, naw ? 
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Man. If it be any thing for your good, I ſhould be 


A glad to know it too. 

E Sir Fran, In ſhort then, J have a Friend in a Corner, 
chat has let me a little into what's What, at We/lminfler 
—— that's one Thing! 0 | 


Man. Very well! but what Good is that to do you ? 
sir Fran, Why not me, as much as it does other 


Man. Other People, I doubt, have the Advantage of 


different Qualifications, 


Sir Fran. Why ay! there's it naw! you'll fay thatT - 


that I have 


Man. If I take your Caſe right, Couſin; I am 


afraid the firſt Occaſion you will have for your Elo- 


quence here, will be, to ſhew that you have any Right 


to make uſe of it at all. 


Sir Fran. How d'ye mean? , 
Man. That Sir Fohn Morthland has lodg'd a Petition 


againſt you. 


dir Fran, Petition! why ay! there let it lie we'll 
fad a way to deal with that, I' warrant you! why. 
you forget Couſin, Sir John's o'th* Wrung fide, Mon! 
Man. I doubt, Sir Francis, that will do you but little 
ſervice ; for in Caſes very notorious (which I take yours 
tp be) there is ſuch a Thing as a ſhort Day, and diſpatch- 
Ing them immediately, : 

dir Fran, With all my Heart! the ſooner I ſend him 


home again the better. | 

Man. And this is the Scheme you have laid down, te 
repair your Fortune? ' — 

dir Fran. In one word, Couſin, I think it my Duty! 
he Mrong heads have been a conſiderable Family, ever 
unce England was E ngland; and ſince the World knows 

have Talents where-withal; they ſhan't ſay it's my 
alt, if I don't make as good a Figure as any that ever 
ſere at the Head on't. 

| Man, 
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Man, Nay ! this Project as you have laid it, wil 
come up -to any thing your Anceſtors have done theſe 
five hundred Years. 

Sir Fran. And let me alone to work it! mayhap! 
hav'n't told you all, neither —— 

Man. Y ou aſtoniſh me] what! and is it full as praft- 
cable as what you have told me! 

Sir Fran. Ay, thof' I fay it every whit, Couſin! 
you'll find that I have more Irons i'ch' Fire than ore! 
I doan't come of a Fool's Errand ! 

Man. Very well. 

Sir Fran. In a word, my Wife has got a Friend x 
Court, as well as myſelf, and her Dowghter Jenny is nay 
pretty well grown u | 

Man. [Aſide.] And what in the Devil's Name 
would he do with the Dowdy ? 

Sir Fran. Naw, if I doan't lay in for a Husband for 
her, mayhap i'this Tawn, ſhe may be looking out for 
herſelf | | 

Man. Not unlikely. | 

Sir Fran, Therefore J have ſome Thoughts of getting 
her to be Maid of Honour. 

Man, [ 4fde.) Oh! he has taken my Breath away! bu 
J muſt hear him out, — Pray Sir Francis, do you think 
her Education has yet qualified her for a Court? 

Sir Fran, Why, the Girl is a little too mettleſomt, 
it's true! but ſhe has Tongue enough: ſhe woa'nt de 
daſht ! Then ſhe ſhall learn to daunce forthwith, and that 
will ſoon teach her haw to ſtond ſtill, you know, 

Man. Very well; but when ſhe is thus accompliſh, 
you muſt ſtill wait for a Vacancy. 

Sir Fran. Why I hope one has a good Chance for 
that every Day, Couſin! For if I take it right, that!! 
Poſt, that Folks are not more willing to get into, that 
they are to get out of — It's like an Orange-Tree, upon 
that accawnt — it will bear Bloſſoms, and Fruit that 
ready to drop, at the ſame time. 

Man. Well, Sir, you beſt know how to malt 
good your Pretenſions! But pray where is my Lad), 
and my young Couſins? I ſhould be glad to ſee then 
too. 
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Sir Fran. She is but juſt taking a Diſh a Tea with the 


| Count, and my Landlady — I'Il call her dawn. 


Man. No, no, if ſhe's engag'd, I ſhall call again, 
Sir Fran, Ods-heart! but you mun ſee her naw, 


© Couſin ; what! the beſt Friend T have in the World! 
i Here! Sweet heart! [To a Servant without.] 
pr'ythee deſire my Lady, and the Gentleman to come 
down a bit; tell her here's Couſin Manly come to wait 
upon her. 


Man. Pray, Sir, who may the Gentleman be? 
Sir Fran. You mun know him to be ſure; why it's 


| Count Baſſet. 


Man. Oh ! is it he? — Your Family will be infinitely 


happy in his Acquaintance. 
Nan i Man that ever I knew in my Life —— why ! here he 

W would go out of his own Lodging, at an Hour's Warn- 
ing, purely to oblige my Family. Wasn't that kind, 
| naw ? | 


Sir Fran, Troth! I think ſo too: He's the civileſt 


Man. Extremely civil — the Family is in admirable 


| hands already! 


Sir Fran. Then my Lady likes him hugely — all the 


Time of Tor Races, ſhe would never be without him. 


Man. That was happy indeed ! and a prudent Man, 


you know, ſhould always take care that his Wife may 


have innocent Company. 

Sir Fran. Why ay! that's it! and I think there could 
not be ſuch another! 

Man. Why truly, for her Purpoſe, I think not. 

Sir Fran. Only naw and tan, he — he ſtonds a leetle 
too much upon Ceremony; that's his fault. 

Man. O never fear! he'll mend that every Day — 
Mercy on us! what a Head he has! | 

Sir Fran. So! here they come! 


Enter Lady WRONGHEAD, Count BAS s ET, and 
| Mrs. MQTHERLY, 
La. Wrong, Couſin Many! this is infinitely obliging ! 
I am extremely glad to ſee you. 
Man. Y.our moſt obedient Servant, Madam ; I am glad 
to ſee your Ladyſhip look ſo well, after your Journey. 
| | La. Vrong. 


46 The PRovok'd HusBAND; /, 
La. Wrong. Why really! coming to London is apt t» WF © 


Put a little more Life in one's Looks. E tot! 
Man. Yet the way of living here, is very apt to MW and 
deaden the Complexion and give me leave to tcl! Hand 
you, as a Friend, Madam, you are come to the work beate 
Place in the World, for a good Woman to grow bet. Pape 
ter in. h | F Le 
La. Wrong. Lord Couſin ! how ſhould People ever JW neve 
make any Figure in Life, that are always moap'd up in Si 
the Country ? Fs by to 
C. Baſ. Your Ladyſhip certainly takes the Thing n # 
a quite right Light, Madam: Mr. Mandy, your humble fortal 
Servant a-hem. | Si 
Man. Familiar Puppy. [ Alide.] Sir, your moſt obe. this 1: 
dient — I muſt be civil to the Raſcal, to cover my La 
Suſpicion of him. Aldi. 
Baſ. Was you at White's this Morning, Sir ? | 
Man. Yes, Sir, I juſt call'd in. = % 
C. Baſ. Pray what——was there any thing don: Kk y 
there ? x Ma 
Man. Much as uſual, Sir; the ſame daily Carcaſs, in) g. 
and the ſame Crows about them. | | Man a 
C. Baſ. The Demoivre Baronet had a bloody Tumble, La. 
vyeſterday. | Child! 
Man. I hope, Sir, you had your Share of him? Ma, 
C. Ba/. No faith! I came in when it was all over ber. JI 
I think I juſt made a couple of Betts with hin, N thy M 


took up a cool hundred, and ſo went to the King! Jen 
Arms, | 


La. Wrong. What a genteel, eaſy Manner he hs! | ſeems 
FA Highs 


Man. A very hopeful Acquaintance I have made Str 4 


here. ; Aldi.. La. 

Sir Fra 

Enter Squire R1iCHARD, with a wet brown Paper —- ſe 

on bis Face. | . MW more R 

Sir Fran. How naw, Dick! what's the matter wit Man. 

thy Forehead, Lad ? Womar 

Sg. Rich. I ha? gotten a knuck upon't. There's 
4 La, Wrong. And how did you come by it, you heed- ice a 

leſs Creature ? | | good as 
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Sgu. Rich. Why J was but running after Siſter, and 


| Pother young Woman, into a little Room juſt naw : 
and ſo with that, they flapt the Door full in my Feace, 
and gave me ſuch a whurr here—lI thowght they had 
| beaten my Brains out! ſo I gut a dab of wet brown 
| Paper here, to ſwage it a while. 


La. Wrong. They ſerv'd you right enough! will you 


| never have done with your Horſe: play? 


S;r Fran. Pooh! never heed it, Lad! it will be well 


by to-morrow ——the Boy has a ſtrong Head! 


Man, Yes, truly, his Skull ſeems to be of a com- 
[ 4fide. 
Sir Fran, Come, Dick, here's Couſin Manly ——Sir, 


| this is your God-ſon. 


La. Wrong. Oh! here's my Daughter too. 
Enter Miſs I EMN x. 
Szu. Rich. Honour'd Gudfeyther! I crave leave to 


| ak your Bleſſing. 


Man. Thou haſt it, Child —— and if it will do thee 


any good, may it be to make thee, at leaſt, as wiſe a 
Man as thy Father. | 


La. Wrong. Miſs Fexny! don't you ſee your Couſin, 


Child? 


Man. And as for Thee, my pretty Dear — [Salutes 


| ber.] may'ſt thou be, at leaſt, as good a Woman, as 
thy Mother. | 


Jenny. I wiſh I may ever be ſo Handſom, Sir. 
Man. Hah ! Miſs Pert! Now that's a Thought, that 


| ſeems to have been hacht in the Girl on this ſide 
p Hiohrate, 


11 LAlide. 
Sir Fran, Her Tongue is a little nimble, Sir. 
La. Wrong. That's only from her Country Education, 
Sir Francis, You know ſhe has been kept too long there 
—— ſo I brought her to London, Sir, to learn a little 
more Reſerve and Modeſty. Eng 


Man. O, the beſt Place in the World for it — every 


Woman ſhe meets will teach her ſomething of it ——— 


There's the good Gentlewoman of the Houſe, looks 
lite a knowing Perſon; even ſhe perhaps will be fo 
good as to ſhew her a little London Behaviour, 
5 f Meth, 
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Math. Alas, Sir, Miſs won't ſtand long in need y 
my Inſtruction. N 

Man. That I dare ſay: What thou canſt teach he 
ſhe will ſoon be Miſtreſs of. 

Meth. If ſhe does, Sir, they ſhall always be at le 
ſervice. | | | 

La. Wrong. Very obliging indeed, Mrs, Mother, 

Sir Fran. Very kind, and civil, truly—— I think w 
are got into a mighty good Hawſe here. | 

Man. O yes, and very friendly Company. 

C. Ba/. Humh! I' gad I don't like his Looks — 
ſeems a little ſmoky — I believe I had as good brif 


of —— If I ſtay, I don't know but he may as m 


ſome odd Queſtions. [ 4b 
Man. Well, Sir, I believe you and I do but hindr 
the Family 
C. Baſ. It's very true, Sir ] was juſt thinking of 
going He don't care to leave me, I ſee: but it's u 
matter, we have time enough. [ 4/ide. ] And fo Ladies, 
without ceremony, your humble Servant. 
[ Ex. Count Baſſet, and drops a Lettir, 
La. Wrong. Ha! what Paper's this? Some Billet-dout 
P'll lay my Life, but this is no Place to examine it. 


[Puts it in her Pack, 


Sir Fran. Why in ſuch haſte, Couſin ? 

Man. O] my Lady muſt have a great many Afain 
upon her hands, after ſuch a Journey. 

La. Wrong. I believe, Sir, I ſhall not have much 
leſs every Day, while I ſtay in this Town, of one ſort or 
other. | | 
Man. Why truly, Ladies ſeldom want Employment 
here, Madam. \ | 

Fenny. And Mamma did not come to it to be idle, Sir, 
- "0g Nor you neither, I dare ſay, my young Mit 
treſs. | 

Fenny. T hope not, Sir. | 
: Man. Hal Miſs Mettle ! —— Where are you going 
Sir? 

Sir. Fran. Only to ſee you to th' Door, Sir. : 

Man. Oh! Sir Francis, I love to come and go, with: 
out Ceremony, | „ * 

if 


FN 
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or, 
| need g Sir Fran. Nay, Sir, I muſt do as you will have me 
| your humble Servant. [Exit Man. 
ach he. Jenny. This Couſin Manly, Papa, ſeems to be but 
[% of an odd ſort of a cruſty Humour — I don't like him 
e at e half ſo well as the Count. | 
Sir Fran. Pooh! that's another thing, Child — Cou- 
therh, n is a little proud indeed! but however you muſt al- 
think i ways be civil to him, for he has a deal of Mony; and 
| no Body knows who he may give it to. | 
La. Wrong. Pihah! a Fig for his Mony! you have 
ei ſo many Projects of late about Mony, ſince you are 
zod bra 2 Parliament- Man: What! we muſt make ourſelves 
ask m Slaves to his impertinent Humours, eight, or ten Years 
LA. perhaps, in hopes to be his Heirs, and then he will be 
it hindi juſt old enough to marry his Maid. 
Moth. Nay, for that matter, Madam, the Town fays 
inking a he is going to be married already. 
ut it's 1 Sir Fran, Who? Couſin Manly? 
» Ladis, La. Wrong, To whom, pray ? 
| Moth. Why, is it poſſible your Ladyſhip ſhould know 
2 Lett nothing of it! — to my Lord Town4/'s Siſter, Lady 
let du Cgce. 5 
et. — 3 Grace? | 
+ Picks 2th. Dear Madam, it has been in the News-Papers ! 
1 La. Wrong. I don't like that neither. "MEN 
y Affin : gh Fran, Naw, I do; for then it's likely it mayn't 
e true. | 
re much . La. Vong. [Aſide.] If it is not too far gone; at leaſt 
e ſort Wt may be worth one's while to throw a Rub in his 
way. | | . 
loyment Sgu. Rich. Pray Feyther haw lung will it be to 
| Supper? 
idle, Sir; Sir Fran. Odſo! that's true! ſtep to the Cook, Lad 
ing Mi and ask what ſhe can get us? | : 
WW 24. If you pleaſe, Sir, I'll order one of my Maids 
| orgs her where ſhe may have any thing you have 2 
u OE 
goth Sir Fran. Thank you kindly, Mrs. Motherly." 
| Sou. Rich. Ods-fleſh ! what is not it i'th' Hay yet 
0, with: I ſhall be famiſht but howld ! PI! go and as 


Doll, an there's none o' th Gooſe Poy left, 


di C S/. 
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Sir Fran. Do ſo, and do'ſt hear, Dic# ſee if 
there's e'er a Bottle o'th' ſtrong Beer that came ith! 
Coach with us — if there be, clap a Toaſt in it, and 
bring it up. 

Sgu. Rich. With a little Nutmeg and Sugar, ſhawn't 
J., Feyther ? 

Sir Fran. Ay ! ay! as thee and I always drink it for 
Break faſt — Go thy Ways! — and PII fill a Pipe ith 
mean while. [Takes one from a Pocket-Caſe, and fil. 
zt.] | [Ex. Squ. Rich, 

La. Wrong. This Boy is always thinking of his Belly! 

Sir Fran. Why my Dear, you may allow him to he 
a little hungry after his Journey. 

La. Wrong. Nay, ev'n breed him your own way— 
He has been cramming in or out of the Coach all this 
Day I am ſure — I wiſh my poor Girl could eat a quar- 
ter as much, | 

Jenny. O for that I could eat a great deal more, 
Mamma; but then mayhap, I ſhould grow coarſe, like 
him, and ſpoil my Shape. 7 

La. Wrong. Ay ſo thou would'ſt, my Dear. 


Enter Squire RICHARD with a full Tankard, 


Sgu. Rich. Here, Feyther, I ha' browght it — 1 
well I went as I did; for our Doll had juſt bak'd a Toa, 
and was going to drink it herſelf. 

Sir Fran. Why then, here's to thee, Dick ! [Drinis, 

Squ. Rich. Thonk yow, Feyther. 

La. Wrong. Lord! Sir Francis! | wonder you at 


We wer 


encourage the Boy to ſwill ſo much of that lubberly I- Sreat 
quor — it's enough to make him quite ſtupid. rick W 
Sgu. Rich. Why it niver hurts me, Mother; and | is; C 
fleep like a Hawnd after it. | [ Drinks, Mud Wh 
Sir Fran, I am ſure I ha' drunk it theſe thirty Years, ren us 
ard by your Leave, Madam, I don't know that I wait 8" the C 
Wit: Ha! ha! | Seany 

Fenuy. But you might have had a great deal more OE 
ne. 


Papa, if you would have been govern'd by my Me 
tler. : Penty ( 

Sir Fran. Daughter! he that is governed by his Wit, BY br F 7. 
has no Wit at all. no Fay 
5 | Fenn. 


- 
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5 Jenny. Then I hope I ſhall marry a Fool, Sir ; for 
and 7 love to govern dearly. 

Sir Fran. You are too pert, Child ; it don't do well, 
ont in a young Woman. 

La. Wrong. Pray Sir Francis don't ſnub her; ſhe has 
it tor a fine growing Spirit, and if you check her ſo, you 
Ore will make her as dull as her Brother there. 

4 fill $qu. Rich. [ After a long Draught.] Indeed Mother, 
Rich. | think my Siſter is too forward, 


ally! . Jer, You! you think I'm too forward ! ſure ! 
to be Brother Mud ! your Head's too heavy to think of any 
thing but your Belly. 
„ La. Wrong. Well ſaid, Miſs; he's none of your Ma- 
11 n ſter, tho' he is your elder Brother. 
| dau. Rich, No, mer ſhe ſhawn' © be my Miſtreſs, while 


qur WW... 
| ſhe's younger Siſter! | 

more, Fran. Well faid Dick! ſhew 'em that flawt Li- 

> like vor makes a ſtawt Heart, Lad! 

_—_ Srv. Rich. So I wull ! and I'll drink ageen, for all 
er! [ Drinks, 

rd. | Enter Joun MO Op x. | 


Fran. So Fohbn! how are the Horſes ! 

Toa, WM J. Mood. Troth, Sir, I ha'noa good Opinion o' this 
Tawn, it's made up o' miſchief, I think! 

| Sir Fran. What's the Matter naw ? 

F. Med. Why I'll tell your Worſhip before 
We were gotten to th' Street End, with the Coach, here, 
þ great Luggerheaded Cart, with Wheels as thick as a 
dick Wall, laid hawld on't, and has poo'd it aw to 


Drinks, 


Ou can 
erly Li 


and! Nes; Crack! went the Perch! Down goes the Coach! 
Drink aud Whang ! ſays the Glaſſes, all to Shivers ! Marcy 
y Years, ren us! and this be London would we were aw weell 
© [want n he Country ageen! 


Jenny. What have you to do, to wiſh us all in the 
Country again, Mr. Lubber? I hope we ſhall not go 
0 the Country again theſe ſeven Years, Mamma; let 
venty Coaches be pull'd to pieces. 

dir Fran. Hold your Tongue, Jenny! — Was Roger 
no Fault, iu all this? 


al more, 
my Mo 


nis Wiz, 
T en. 


Ca FJ. Mod 


— 
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. Mood. Noa, Sir, nor I, noather — are not you 
aſheam'd, ſays Roger to the Carter, to do ſuch an un. 
kind thing by Strangers? Noa, ſays he, you Bumkin 8 
Sir, he did the thing on very Purpoſe! and ſe the us! 
Folks ſaid that ſtood by — Very well, ſays Roger, yoy 
ſhall ſee what our Meyſter will fay to ye! Your Mey fer! 
ſays be; your Meyſter may kiſs my — and fo he clay: iſ Ha: 
his Hand juſt there, and like your Worſhip, Fleſh! | 
thought they had better Breeding in this Tawn. 7 

Sir Fran. I'll teach this Raſcal ſome, I warrant hin! 
Odsbud ! if I take him in hand, I'll play the Devil Y 
with him. | 

Squ. Rich. Ay do Feyther ; have him before the Pr. 
liament. SIO 

Sir Fran. Ods-bud! and fo I will I é will make 
him know who I am! Where does he live? 

F. Mood. I believe, in London, Sir. 

Sir Fran, What's the Raſcal's Name! 

J. Mood. I think I heard ſomebody call him Dic. 

Su. Rich, What, my Name! | 

Sir Fran. Where did he go! 

F. Mood. Sir, he went home. 

Sir Fran, Where's that ? 

J. Mood. By my Troth, Sir, I doan't know ! I hen Z 
him ſay he would croſs the fame Street again to-mor FO 
row; and if we had a mind to ſtand in his way, þ 
wou'd pool us over and over again. | 

Sir Fran. Will he fo! Odszooks ! get me a Conftabl, 

La. Wrong. Pooh ! get you a good Supper. Cont, 
Sir Francis, don't put your ſelf in a Heat for wht 
can't be helpt. Accidents will happen to People tht 
travel abroad to ſee the World ———— For my part, | 
think it's a Mercy it was not over-turn'd before we we! 


FN) 


all out on't. La. 
Sir Fran. Why ay, that's true again, my Dear. dy is nd 
La. Wrong. Therefore ſee to-morrow if we can by L.T 
one at Second-hand, for preſent Uſe ; ſo beſpeak a 2 break m 


one, and then all's eaſy. 
J. Mood. Why troth, Sir, I doan't think this co 
have held you above a Day longer, 
Ser Fran, D'ye think ſo, John? 
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J. Mood. Why you ha' had it, ever ſince your Wor- 
ſhip were High-Sheriff. . | | 
Sir Fran. Why then go and ſee what Doll has got 
us for Supper — and come and get off my Boots. 
[Exit Sir Fran. 
La. Wrong. In the mean time, Miſs, do you ſtep to 
Handy, and bid her get me ſome freſh Night. clothes. 


[ Exit La, Wrong. 


Jerzy. Ves, Mamma, and ſome for my ſelf too. 
; | [Exit Jenny. 
Szu. Rich, Ods-fleſh ! and what mun I do all alone? 


Ill e'en ſeek out where t'other pratty Miſs is, | 
And She and [ll go pley at Cards for Kiſſes. [Ex. 


(+), 
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ACT m. SCENETL 


SCENE, zhe Lord Townly's Houſe. 


Euter Lord To W] N LY, @ SERVANT attending, 


Lo RD TOWN LX. 


2H O's there! 
Serv. My Lord. | 
L. Town, Bid them get Dinner —— Lady 


EAGER Grace, your Servant. 


Enter LADY GRACE. 


La. Grace. What, is the Houſe up already? My La- 


dy is not dreſt yet! | 

L. Town. No Matter — it's three a- Clock —ſhe may 
break my Reſt, but ſhe ſhall not alter my Hours. 

La. Grace, Nay, you need not fear that now, for 
ſhe dines abroad, 5 | 

L. Town. That, I ſuppoſe, is only an Excuſe for her 


not being ready yet. | 
p | C3. La. Grace. 
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La. Grace. No, upon my Word, ſhe is engaged » 
Company. | 
I. Town, Where, pray? 

La. Grace. At my Lady RewvePs ; and you know they 
never dine 'till Supper- time. | 

L. Town. No truly —— ſhe is one of thoſe orderly 
Ladies. who never let the Sun ſhine upon any of their 
Vices ! — But pr'ythee, Siſter, what Humour is ſhe 
in To day ? | | 

La. Grace. O! in tip-top Spirits, I can aſſure you 

— ſhe won a good deal, laſt Night. 

I. Town, I know no Difference between her Winning 
or Loſing, while ſhe continues her courſe of Life. 
La. Grace, However ſhe is better in good Humour, 
than b:d. | 

L. Town. Much alike : When ſhe is in good Hu. 
mour, cther People only are the better for it: When in 
a very ill Humour, then, indeed, I ſeldom fail to have 
my Share of her. | 

La. Grace. Well, we won't talk of that now 
Does any Body dine here? . _ 

L. Town. Manly promis'd me—by the way, Madam, 
what do you think of his lat Converſation ? 

La. Grace. I am a little at a Stand about it. 

L. Tewn, How ſo? 

La. Grace. Why —— I don't know how he can ever 
Fave any Thoughts of me, that could lay down ſuch 
ſevere Rules upon Wives, in my heating. 

L. Town. Did you thiak his Rules unreaſonable? 

La. Grace, I can't ſay I did : But he might have had 

a little more Complaifance before me, at Icaſt. 
L. Town. Complaiſance is only a Proof of good Breed. 
ing: But his Plainneſs was a certain Proof of his Ho. 
eity ; nay, of his good Opinion of you: For he would 
never have open'd himſelf ſo freely, but in conſiderce 
that your good Senſe could not be diſobliged at it. 

La. Grace. My good Opinion of him, Brother, hes 
hitherto been guided by yours: But I have receiv'da 
Letter this Morning that ſhews him a very different 
Man from what I thought him. 

L. Town, A Letter from whom ? 
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La. Grace. That I don't know, but there it is. 

a | [ Gives a Letter. 
L. Town. Pray let's ſee. | [ Reads. 
The Inclos'd, Madam, fell accidentally into my Hands ; 

if it no way concerns you, you will only hawe the 

trouble of reading this, from your ſincere Friend 
and humble Servant, Unineaun, &c. 
La. Grace. And this was the inclos'd. [Giving another. 
L Town, {| Reads. ] To Charles Manly, Eg; — 
Your manner of living with me of late, convinces 
me, that 1 now grow as painful to you, as to my- 
ſelf : but ' however, though you can love me no 


longer, I hope, you will not let me live avorſe 


than I did, before I left an honeſt Income, for the 
vain Hopes of being ever Hure. 


Myrtilla Dupe. 


P. S. *Tis above four Months fince I receiv'd @ 


Shilling from you. 

La. Grace. What think you now ? 

L. Town. I am conſidering | 

La. Grace. You fee it's directed to him 

I. Town, That's true ! but the Poſtſcript ſeems ta 

be a Reproach, that 1 think he is not capable of de- 
ſerving. 

3 But who could have concern enough, to 


ſend it to me? 


L. Town. I have obſerved, that theſe ſort of Letters 
from unknown Friends, generally come from ſecret 


| Enemies. 


La. Grace. What would you have me do in it? 


L.Town. What IT think you ought to do fairly 


| ſhew it him, and ſay I advis'd you to it. 
La. Grace. Will not that have a very odd Look, from 


me ? 


L. Town, Not at all, if you uſe my Name in it: if 


he is innocent, his Impatience to appear fo, will diſ- 
cover his Regard to you: If he is Guilty; it will be 
your beſt way of preventing his Add reſſes. 

La. Grace. But what Pretence have I to put him out 


| of Countenance ? 


L. Town, I can't think there's any fear of that. 
4 | La. Grace. 
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La. Grace. Pray what is't you do think then? 

L. Town. Why certainly, that it's much more pro- 
bable, this Letter may be all an Artifice, than that he 
is in the leaſt concern'd in it . 6 


Enter a SERVANT. 


Serv. Mr. Manly, my Lord: | 
L. Town, Do you receive him ; while I ſtep a Minute 


in to my Lady. [Exit L. Townly, 
Enter Manly. ye 


Man. Madam, your moſt Obedient they told me, 
my Lord was here. 
La. Grace. He will be here preſently : He is but juſt 
gone in to my Siſter, 
Man. So! then my Lady dines with us. 
La. Grace. No; ſhe is engag'd. 
Man. I hope you are not of her Party, Madam? 
La. Grace. Nat till after Dinner. | 
Man. And pray how may ſhe have diſpos'd of the 


reſt of the Day? 
La. Grace. Much as uſual ! ſhe has Viſits till about 


eight; aſter that *cill Court-time, ſhe is to be at Qua- 
drille, at Mrs. 14/e's: After the Drawing-room, ſhe 
takes a ſhort Supper with my Lady Moonlight, And 
pon thence, they go together to my Lord Nob/e's Af- 
embly. 
55. Mar And are you to do all this with her, Madam ? 

La. Grace. Only a few of the Viſits; I would in- 
deed have drawn her to the Play; but I doubt we 
kave ſo much upon our Hands, that it will not be prac- 
ticable. 

Man. But how can you forbear all the reſt of it ? 

La. Grace, There's no great Merit in forbearing, 
what one is not charm'd with. 

Man. And yet I have found that very difficult, in 
my time. 

La. Grace. How do you mean? - 

Man. Why, I have paſs'd a great deal of my Life, in 
the hurry of the Ladies, though I was generally better 
pleas'd, when I was at quiet without”em. 


La. Grace, 


ſcarce, 
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La. Grace, What induc'd you, then, to be with 


| them ? 


Man. Idleneſs, and the Faſhion. 
La. Grace. No Miſtreſſes in the caſe ? 
Man. To ſpeak honeſtly Yes 


being often 


| in the Toyſhop, there was no forbearing the Bawbles. 


La. Grace. And of courſe, I ſuppoſe, ſometimes you 


| were tempted to pay for them, twice as much as they 
| were worth, 


Man, Why really, where Fancy only makes the 


Choice, Madam, no wonder if we are generaliy bub- 
| bled, in thoſe ſort of Bargains, which I confeſs has 
been often my Caſe: For I had conſtantly ſome Co- 
quet, or other, upon my Hands, whom I could love 


perhaps juſt enough, to put it in her power to plague 


me. 
La. Grace. And that's a Pow*r, I doubt, commonly 


| made uſe of, | 


Man. The Amours of a Coquet, Madam, ſeldom 
have any other View! I look upon Them, and Prudes, 
to be Nuſances, juſt alike; tho' they ſeem very diffe- 


| rent: The firſt are always plaguing the Men; and the 


other are always abuſing the Women. 
La. Grace. And yet both of them do it for the ſame 


| vain Ends; to eſtabliſh a falſe Character of being Vir- 


Man, Of being Chaſte, they mean ; for they know 


no other Virtue: and, upon the Credit of that, they 


traffick in every thing elſe, that's Vicious: They (even 


| againſt Nature) keep their Chaſtity, only becauſe they. 


find, they have more power to do Miſchief with it, than 


| they could poſſibly put in Practice without it. 


La. Grace. Hold! Mr. Manly: I am afraid this ſe- 


| vere Opinion of the Sex, is owing to the ill Choice you 
have made of your Miſtreſſes. 


Man. In a great meaſure, it may be ſo: But, Ma- 
dam, if both theſe Characters are ſo odious; how vaſtly 
valuable is that Woman, who has attain'd all they aim 
at without the Aid of the Folly, or Vice of either ? 

La. Grace, I believe thoſe ſort of Women to be as 


ſcarce, Sir, as the Men, that believe there are any ſuch 3 


bs £ | or 
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that allowing ſuch have Virtue enough to deſe 
them. | | ü 
Man. That could deſerve them then had ben 

a more favourable Reflexion! ; | 
La. Grace. Nay, I ſpeak only from my little Exye. 
rience: For (I'll be free with you, Mr. Manly) I dont 
know a Man, in the World, that, in Appearance, might 
better pretend to a Woman of the firſt Merit, than 
yourſelf: And yet I have a Reaſon, in my Hand, her, 
to think you have your Failings. 

Man. I have infinite, Madam; but J am ſure, the 
want of an implicit Reſpe& for you, is not among the 
Number pray, what is in your Hand, Madam? 

La. Grace. Nay, Sir, I have no Title to it ; for the 
DireCtion is to you. [ Gives him à Litter, 

Man. To me! I don't remember the Hand — 

35 [ Reads to himſel. 

La. Grace. T can't perceive any change of Guil: in 
him! and his Surpriſe ſeems Natural! [ Ade. 
Give me leave to tell you one thing by the way, UI. 
Aanly; That I ſhould never have ſhewn you this, by 
that my Brother enjoyn'd me to it. 

Man. I take that to proceed from my Lord's good 
Opinion of me, Madam. 

La. Grace, J hope, at leaſt, it will ſtand as an Excuſe 
for my taking this Liberty. | 

Alan. I never yet ſaw you do any thing, Madam, 
that wanted an Excuſe ; and, I hope, you will not give 
me an Initarce to the contrery, by retuting the Favour 
J am going to ask you. | | 

La. Grace. I don't believe I ſhall refuſe any, that 
you think proper to ask. | 

Man. Only this, Madam, to indulge me ſo far, as to 
let me know, how this Letter came into your Hands. 

La. Grace, Incloſed to me, in this, without a Name, 

Man. If there be no Secret in the Contents, Ma- 

dam 
La. Grace. Why there is an impertinent Inf 

nuation in it; But as I know your good Senſe will 

think it ſo too, I will venture to truft you, 
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| poſed by it. 


| Hand! 


| fance, Mr. Manly. 


Ia. Grace, I am ſure I have no right to inquire into 
| It | | 
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Man. Vou oblige me, Madam. | 
He takes the other Letter, and reads. 


La. Grace. [ Alide.] Now am I in the oddeſt Situa- 


tion! methinks our Converſation grows terribly Critical! 


| O lud! would it 


This muſt produce ſomething : 


| were over! | 


Man. Now, Madam, I begin to have ſome Light into 


the poor Project, that is at the Bottom of all this. 


La. Grace. I have no Notion of what could be pro- 


Firſt, as to 


Man. A little Patience, Madam 


the Inſinuation you mention 


La. Grace. O] what is he going to ſay now! [ Aſide. 
Man. Tho” my Intimacy with my Lord may have 


| allow'd my Viſits to have been very frequent here, of 
| late: Yet, in ſuch a talking Town as this, you muſt not 


wonder, if a great many of thoſe Viſits are plac'd to 


| your Account: And this taken for granted, 1 ſuppoſe 
bas been told to my Lady Wronghend, as a piece of 


News, fince her Arrival, not improbably without many 
more imaginary Circumſtances. | 

La. Grace. My Lady Wronghead! 

Man. Ay, Madam, for I am poſitive this is her 


La. Grace. What View could ſhe have in writing it? 
Man. To interrupt any Treaty of Marriage, ſhe may 
have heard I am engaged in: Becauſe if I die without 


{ Heirs, her Family expects that ſome part of my Eſtate 


may return to them again. But, I hope, ſhe is ſo far 


| miitaken, that if this Letter has given you the leaſt Un- 


eanneſs, — I ſhall think that the happieſt Moment of 
my Lite. 
La. Grace. That does not carry your uſual Complai- 


Man. Yes, Madam, becauſe I am ſure I ean con- 
vince you of my Innocence. 


Man. Suppoſe you may not, Madam; yet you may 
very innocently have ſo much Curioſity. 


La, Grace. 
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La. Grace. With what an artful Gentleneſs he ſteals 
into my Opinion? [ Z/ze.] Well, Sir, I won't pretend 
to have ſo little of the Woman, in me, as to want Cy. 
riofity But pray, do you ſuppoſe then, this Myr. 
tilla is a real, cr a fictitious Name? 

Man. Now I recollect, Madam, there is a young 
Woman, in the Houſe, where my Lady Wronghead 
lodges, that I heard ſomebody call Myrtilla: This Let. 
ter may be written by her — but how eit came directed 
to me, I.confeſs is a Myſtery ; that before I ever pre- 
ſame to ſee your Ladyſhip again, I think myſelf oblig'd, 
in. Honeur, to find out. [ Going, 

La. Grace. Mr. Manly — you are not going ? 

Man. Tis but to the next Street, Madam; I ſhall 
be back in ten Minutes. ; 

La. Grace. Nay ! but Dinner's juſt coming up. 

Man. Madam, I can neither eat, nor reſt, till I ſee 
an end of this Affair! 

La. Grace. But this is ſo odd! why ſhould any filly 
Curioſity of mine drive you away? 

Man. Since you won't ſuffer it to be yours, Ma- 
dam; then. it ſhall be only to ſatisfy my own Curiofi- + 
ty —— [Exit Manly, 
La Grace, Well and now, what am I to think 

of all this? Or, ſuppoſe an indifferent Perſon had heard 
every Word we have faid to one another, what would 

They have thought ont ? Would it have been very 
bſurd to conclude, he is ſeriouſly inclined to paſs the 
reſt of his Life with me? I hope not — for 
I am ſure, the Caſe is terribly clear on my Side! and 
why may not I, without Vanity, ſuppoſe my —— un- 
2ccountable ſomewhat —— has done as much Execu- 
tion upon him? — why — becauſe he never told me 
{9 — nay, he has not ſo much as mention'd the Word 
Love, or ever faid one civil thing to my Perſon 
well — but he has ſaid a thoufand to my good Opt- 
nion, and has certainly got it — had he ſpeke firſt to 
my Perſon, he had paid a very ill Compliment to my 
Underſtanding — I ſhould have thought him Imper- 
tinent, and never have troubled my Head about him; 


but as he has manay'd the matter, at leaſt I am fore 
| | 0 
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of one thing; that let his Thoughts be what they will, 
I ſhall never trouble my Head about any other Man, as 
long as | live. 


Enter Mrs. TRUST. 


Well, Mrs. Trufty, is my Siſter dreſs'd yet! 


Truſty. Yes, Madam; but my Lord has been courting 


| her lo, I think, till they are both out of Humour. 


La. Grace. How ſo? 


Trujly 


Why, it begun, Madam; with his Lordſhip's 

deſiring her Ladyſhip to dine at home To-day — upon 
| which my Lady ſaid ſhe could not be ready; upon 
| that, my Lord order'd them to ſtay the Dinner, and 
| then my Lady order'd the Coach; then my Lord took 
| her ſhort, and ſaid, he had order'd the Coachman to 
| ſet ap: Then my Lady made him a great Curt'ſy, and 
| aid, ſhe would wait 'till his Lordſhip's Horſes had 
| din'd, and was mighty pleaſant: But for fear of the 
| worſt, Madam, ſhe whiſper'd me 
| ready, | 


to get her Chair 
[Exit Truſty, 


La. Grace. Oh! here they come; and, by their Looks, 


| ſeem a little unfic for Company. 


[Exit La. Grace. 


Enter LaDbY TO wWwNWIT, Logp TownLy following, 


La. Town, Well! look you, my Lord; ] can bear it 


no longer! nothing ſtill but about my Faults, my Faults! 
an agreeable ſubject truly! 


L. Jocun. Why, Madam, if you won't hear of them; 
how can I ever hope to ſee you mend them ? 
La, Town. Why, I don't intend to mend them —— [ 


can't mend them.— you know I have try'd to do it an 
hundred times, and — it hurts me ſo — I can't bear it! 


L. Town. And I, Madam, can't bear this daily licen- 


tious Abuſe of your Time and Character. 


La, Town. Abuſe! Aſtoniſhing ! when the. Univerſe 


knows, I am never better Company, than when I am 
doing what I have a mind to! But to ſee this World! 


that Men can never get over that filly Spirit of Con- 


tradition | 
you wiſely amended one of my Faults as you call them 


why but laſt Thur/day now —— there 


— you infiſted upon my not going to the Maſquerade 


— and 
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— and pray, what was the Conſequence! was not I 2 

croſs as the Devil, all the Night after? was not I forced 

to get Company at home! and was not it almoſt three 
o' Clock in the Morning, before I was able to come to 

myſelf again? and then the Fault is not mended neither 
for next time, I ſhall only have twice the Incli. 
nation to go: fo that all this mending, and mending, 
you ſee, is but dearning an old Ruffle, to make it worſe 
than it was before. = 

L. Town. Well, the manner of Womens living, ef 
late, is in ſupportable; and one way or other — 

La. Town, It's to be mended, I ſuppoſe! why ſo it 
may; but then, my dear Lord, you muſt give one Time 
and when Things are at worſt, you know, they 
may mend themſelves! ha! ha! | 

L. Town, Madam, I am not in a Humour, now, to 
trifle. 

La, Town. Why then, my Lord, one Word of fair 
Argument — to talk with you, your own way now — 
You complain of my late Hours, and I of. your early 
ones — ſo far are we even, you'll allow — but pray 
which gives us the beſt Figure, in the Eye of the Polite 
World? my aGive, ſpirited Three in the Morning, or 
your dull, drowſy Eleven at Night? Now, I think, One 
has the Air of a Woman of Quality, and t'Other of a 
plodding Mechanick, that goes to Bed betimes, that he 
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i 11 Hours alone, that diſturb me, but as often the ill 
Company, that occaſion thoſe ill Hours. 
La. Town. Sure I don't underſtand you now, my 


Lord; what ill Company do I keep ? | | 
L. Town. Why, at beſt, Women that loſe their Mo- lis hi 


; may riſe early, to open his Shop! - Faugh! 
7 L. Town, Fy, fy, Madam! is this your way of Rez 
pl ſoning? 'tis time to wake you then —— *tis not your 


ny, and Men that win it ! Or, perhaps, Men that are Fa 
voluntary Bubbles at one Game, in hopes a Lady will Rad! 
give them fair play at another. Then that unavoida- "i 
ble mixture with known Rakes, conceal'd Thieves, and El 
Sharpers in Embroidery or what, to me, is {lll von: 


more ſhocking, that Herd of familiar chattering crop: 2-4 
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would be no knowing them aſunder, but that their Tails 
hang from their Head, and the Monkey's grows where 
it ſhould do. | | 
La. Town, And a Husband muſt give eminent Proof 
of his Senſe, that thinks their Powder-puffs dangerous. 
I. Town. Their being Fools, Madam, is not always 
the Husband's Security: Or if it were, Fortune, ſome- 
times, gives them Advantages might make a thinking 
Woman tremble. | | 
La. Town. What do you mean! 
L. Town. That Women, ſometimes, loſe more than 
they are able to pay; and if a Creditor be a little preſ- 
ſing, the Lady may be reduc'd to try if, inſtead of 


| Gold, the Gentleman will accept of a Trinket, 


La. Town. My Lord, you grow ſcurrilous ; you'll 
make me hate you. III have you to know, I keep 


| Company with the politeſt People in Town, and the 


Aſſemblies I frequent are full of ſuch. 
L. Toawn. So are the Churches — now and then. 
La. Town, My Friends frequent them too, as well as 


the Aſſemblies. 


L. Town. Ves, and would do it oftner, if a Groom 
of the Chambers there were allow'd to furniſh Cards to 
the Company. | 

La. Town, I ſee what you drive at all this while; 


| you would lay an Imputation on my Fame, to cover 


your own Avarice! I might take any Pleaſures, I find, 


| that were not expenſive. 


L. Town, Have a Care, Madam; don't let me think 
you only value your Chaſtity, to make me reproachable 
for not indulging you in every thing elſe, that's vicious 
1, Madam, have a Reputation too, to guard, 
that's dear to me, as yours The Follies of an un- 
govern'd Wife may make the wiſeſt Man uneaſy ; but 


es his own fault, if ever they make him contemptible. 


=o Town. My Lord —— you would make a 
mad? - 
L. Town, You'd make a Man a Fool. | 
La. Town, If Heav'n has made you otherwiſe, that 
won't be in my Power. f 
L. Town, Whatever may be in your Inclination, 
Madam; 


Oman 
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Madam; I'll prevent your making me a Beggar at leaf, 

La. Town. A Beggar ! Crajus! I'm out of Patience! 
I won't come home till four To-morrow Morning. 

L. Town. That may be, Madam; but Tl} order the 
Doors to be lock'd at twelve. | 

La. Town, Then I won't come home till To-morrow 


Night. | | | 
L. Town, Then, Madam; — You ſhall never come 
home again. [Exit L. Town, 


La. Town, What does he mean! I never heard ſuch 
a Word from him in my Life before! the Man always 
us'd to have Manners in his worſt Humours ! there's 
ſomething, that I don't ſee, at the Bottom of all this 
but his Head's always upon ſome impracticable 
Scheme or other, ſo I won't trouble mine any longer 
about him. Mr. Maz/y, your Servant. | 


Enter MANL x. 


Man. I ask Pardon for my Intruſion, Madam; but I 
hope my Buſineſs with my Lord will excuſe it. 
La. Town. I believe you'll find him in the next 
Room, Sir. . 
Man. Will you give me Leave, Madam? 
La. Town. Sir ——— you have my Leave, tho' you 
were a Lady. 2 | | 
Man. [ Afide.] What a well-bred Age do we live in? 
| [Exit Manly. 


Enter LADY GRACE. 


La. Town. O] my dear Lady Grace! how could you 


leave me ſo unmercifully alone all this while ? we ente 


La. Grace. I thought my Lord had been with you, Point h: 
La. Town. Why yes — and therefore I wanted your 7s fi 
Relief; for he has been in ſuch a Fluſter here that I b. 
La. Grace. Bleſs me! for what? | La. G 
La. Town. Only our uſual Breakfaſt ; we have each Igues ( 
of us had our Diſh of Matrimonial Comfort, this Morn- there, n. 
ing! we have been charming Company terneſs ? 
La. Grace. I am mighty glad of it! ſure it muſt bea La. 7 
vaſt Happineſs, when a Man and a Wife can give them- . _—_ 
0 


ſelves the ſame Turn of Converſation! 


La. ve did x 
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La. Town, O! the prettieſt thing in the World ! 
La. Grace. Now I ſhould be afraid, that where two 


| People are every Day together ſo, they muſt often be 
in want of ſomething to talk upon. 


La. Town. O my Dear, you are the moſt miſtaken 


| in the World ! married People have things to talk of, 


Child, that never enter into the imagination of others, 
hy here's my Lord and I now, we have not 
been married above two ſhort Years, you know, and we- 
have already eight or ten things conſtantly in Bank, that 
whenever we want Company, we can take up any one 
of them for two Hours together, and the Subject never 
the flatter : nay, if we have occaſion for it, it will be 
as freſh next Day too, as it was the firſt Hour it enter- 


E tain'd us. 


La. Grace. Certainly that muſt be vaſtly pretty. 

La. Town. O! there's no Life like it! why t'other 
Day for Example, when you din'd abroad; my Lord 
and I, after a pretty cheerful tete a tete Meal, ſat us 
down by the Fire-fide, in an eaſy indolent, pick-tooth 
Way, for about a Quarter 'of an Hour, as if we had 
not thought of one another's being in the Room 
at laſt, ſtretching himſelf, and yawning My Dear, 
ſays he, — aw you came home very late, laſt 
Night —— T was but juſt turn'd of Two, ſays I I 
was a-bed aw — by Eleven, ſays he; ſo you are 
every Night, ſays I ——— Well, ſays he, I am amaz'd 
you can fit up ſo late How can you be amaz'd, ſays 


. at a Thing that happens ſo often ? — upon which 


we enter'd into a Converſation — and tho” this is a 
Point has entertain'd us above fifty times already, we al- 
ways find ſo many pretty new Things to ſay upon it, 
that I believe in my Soul, it will laſt as long as we live. 
La. Grace. But pray! in ſuch ſort of Family Dia- 
logues (tho? extremely well for paſſing the Time) don't 
there, now and then, enter ſome little witty ſort of Bit- 
terneſs ? | os 
La. Town. O yes! which does not do amiſs at all! 
A ſmart Repartee, with a Zeſt of Recrimination at the 
Head of it, makes the prettieſt Sherbet! Ay, ay! if 
ve did not mix a little of the Acid with it, a _—_— 
. moni 


the World, by being as ſober as he. 
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monial Society would be ſo luſcious, that nothing but 
an old liquoriſh Prude would be able to bear it. 

La. Grace. Well, certainly you have the moſt 
elegant Taſte ——— 

La. Town. Tho! to tell you the Truth, my Dear, ! 
rather think we ſqueez'd a little too much Lemon into 
it, this Bout; for it grew ſo ſour at lait, that — I think 
I almoſt told him, he was a Fool ——— and he 
again talk'd ſomething odly of turnivg me 
out of Doors. | 

La. Grace. O! have a care of that! 

La. Town, Nay, if he ſhould, I may thank my oyn 
wiſe Father for that 

La. Grace. How ſo? 

La. Town. Why when my good Lord firſt 
open'd his honourable Trenches before me, my unac- 
countable Papa, in whoſe hands I then was, gave me 
up at Diſcretion, 

La. Grace. How do ycu mean? 

La. Town. He ſaid, the Wives of this Age were come 
to that Paſs, that he would not deſire even his own 
Daughter ſhould be truſted with Pin- money; ſo that my 
whole Train of ſeparate Inclinations are left intirely at 
the Mercy of an Husband's odd Humours, | 

La. Grace. Why, that, indeed, is enough to make a 
Woman of Spirit look about her! | 

La. Town. Nay, but to be ſerious, my Dear ; what 
would you, really, havea Woman do in my Caſe ? 

La. Grace. Why if I had as fober a Husband 
as you have, I would make myſelf the happieſt Wife in 


La. Town. O! you wicked thing! how can you teize 
one at this rate? when you know he is ſo very ſober, 
that (except giving me Money) there is not one thing 
in the World he can do to pleaſe me! And I at the ſame. 
time, partly by Nature, and partly, perbaps, by keeping 
the beſt Company, do with my Soul love almoſt every 
thing he hates! I doat upon Aſſemblies ! my Heat 
bounds at a Ball ; and at an Opera I expire ! then 
I love Play to Diſtraction! Cards inchant me ! and Dice 
—— put me out of my little Wits ! Dear! dear Hazard 
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oh! what a Flow of Spirits it gives one! Do you never 
play at Hazard, Child ? | 

La. Grace. Oh! never! I don't think it ſits well, up- 
en Women; there's ſomething ſo maſculine, ſo much 
the Air of a Rake, in it! you ſee how it makes the Men 
ſwear and curſe! and when a Woman is thrown into 
the ame Paſſion ——— why | | 

La Town. That's very true! one is a little put to it, 
ſometimes, not to make uſe of the ſame Words to ex- 
preſs it. 

La. Grace. Well 


and, upon ill Luck, pray what 


| Words are you really forc'd to make uſe of ? 


La. Town. Why upon a very hard Caſe, indeed, 
when a ſad wrong Word is riſing, juſt to one's Tongue's 
End, I give a great Gulp and ſwallow it. 

La. Grace. Well and 1s not that enough to 


made you forſwear play, as long as you live? 


La. Tron. O yes! I have forſworn it. 
La. Grace, Seriouſly ? 


La. Town. Solemnly! a thouſand times; but then one 
is coultantly forſworn. | | | 


La. Grace. And how can you anſwer that ? 

La. Town, My Dear, what we ſay, when we are 
Loſers, we look upon to be no more binding, than a 
Lover's Oath, or a Great Man's Promiſe. But I beg 
Pardon, Child; I ſhould not lead you ſo far into the 
World ; you are a Prude, and deſign to live ſoberly. 

La. Grace. Why, I confeſs my Nature, and my Edu- 
cation, do, in a good degree, incline me that way. 

La. Town, Well! how a Woman of Spirit, (for you 
don't want that, Child) can dream of living ſoberly, is 
lo me inconceivable ! for you will marry, I ſuppoſe! 

La Grace, J can't tell but J may. 

La. Town. And won't you live in Town ? 

La. Grace, Half the Year, I ſhould like it very well. 

La. Town, My Stars! and you would really live in 
Lindon half the Year to be ſober in it ? 

La, Grace. Why not ? 

La. Town, Why can't you as well go, and be ſober 
in the Country ? 1 

La. Grace. So I would — t'other half Year. 

La. Tow?:. 
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La. Town. And pray, what comfortable Scheme of 


Life would you form now, for your Summer and: Winter 
ſober Entertainments ? 

Za. Grace. A Scheme, that I think might very well 
content us, DR} | 

La. Town. O! of all things let's hear it. 

La. Grace. Why, in Summer, I could paſs my lei. 
ſure Hours in Riding, in Reading, walking by a Canal, 
or fitting at the End of it under a great Tree; in dreſ- 
ſing, dining, chatting with an agreeable Friend, per- 
haps, hearing a little Muſick, taking a Diſh of Tea, 
or a Game at Cards, ſoberly! Managing my Family, 


looking into its Accounts, playing. with my Children 


(if I had any) or in a thouſand other innocent Amuſe- 
ments ſoberly ! and poſſibly, by theſe means, 
- : — induce my Husband to be as ſober as my- 
e | 
La. Town. Well, my Dear, thou art an aſtoniſhing 
Creature ! For ſure ſuch primitive antediluvian Notions 
of Life, have not been in any Head theſe thouſand Years 
 —— Under a great Tree! O' my Soul! —— But I beg 
we may have the ſober Town-ſcheme too — for I am 
charm'd with the Country one | 

La. Grace. You ſhall, and III try to ſtick to my 
Sobriety there too. 

La. Town. Well, tho' I'm ſure it will give me the 
Vapours, I muſt hear it however. 

La. Grace. Why then, for fear of your fainting, 
Madam, I will firſt ſo far come into the Faſhion, that 
I would never be dreſs'd out of it but {till it 
ſhould be ſoberly. For I can't think it any Diſgrace, 
to a Woman of my private Fortune, not to wear her 
Lace as fine as the Wedding-ſuit of a firſt Dutcheſs. 
Tho? there is one Extravagance I would venture to come 
up to. 

2 Town, Ay now for it oy 
. La. Grace, I would every Day be as clean, as 3 
ride. | 


La. Town. Why the Men fay, that's a great Step 


to be made one Well now you are dreſt ——= pra 
let's ſee to what Purpoſe ? 
| La. Gract, 
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La. Grace. I would viſit — that is, my real Friends; 
but as little for Form as poſſible. I would go to 
Court; ſometimes to an Afﬀembly, nay, play at Qua- 
ſoberly : I would fee all the good Plays; and, 
(becauſe *tis the Faſhion) now and then an Opera, 
but I would not Expire there, for fear I ſhould never go 
again : And laſtly, I caw't ſay, but for Curioſity, if I 
ld my Company, I might be drawn in once to a Maſ- 
querade! And this, I think, is as far as any Woman 
can 70 ſoberly. | 

La. Town. Well! if it had not been for that laſt 
Piece of Sobriety, I was juſt going to call for ſome 
Surfeit-water. ; 

La. Grace, Why, don't you think, with the farther 
Aid of Breakfaſting, Dining, taking the Air, Supping, . 
Sleeping, not to ſay a Word of evotion, the four 
and twenty Hours might roll over in a tolerable Man- 
ner? 

La. Town, Tolerable ? Deplorable ! Why, Child, all 
you propoſe, is but to Endure Life, now I want to 
Enjoy It, — | . | 


Enter Mrs. TRUST. 


Truſ. Madam, your Ladyſhip's Chair is ready. 
La. Town, Have the Footmen their white Flambeaux 
yet? for laſt Night I was poiſon'd. 
| Truf. Yes, Madam; there were ſome come in this 
Morning. . [Exit Truſty. 
La. Town. My Dear, you will excuſe me; but you 
know my Time 1s ſo precious 
La, Grace. That 1 beg I may net hinder your leaft 
Enjoyment of it. 
La. Town, You will call me at Lady Revel's? 
La. Grace. Certainly, ; 
La. Town, But I am ſoafraid it will break into your 
Scheme, my Dear?! 
La. Grace. When it does, I will — ſoberly break 
from you. 8 | 
La. Town. Why then, till we mect"again, dear Siſter, 
I wiſh you all tolerable Happineſs, [Exit La. Town. 


La. Grace. 
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La. Grace. There ſhe goes — Daſh! into her Stream 
of Pleaſures! Poor Woman! ſhe is really a fine Cres. 
ture ! and ſometimes infinitely agreeable ! nay, take her 
out of the Madneſs of this Town, rational in her No. 
tions, and eaſy to live with: But ſhe is ſo born down 
by this Torrent of Vanity in vogue, ſhe thinks every 
Hour of her Life is loſt that ſhe does not lead at the 
Head of it. What it will end in, 1 tremble to ima. 
gine | Ha!] my Brother, and Mandy with him! 
1 gueſs what they have been talking of I ſhall hear 
it in my Turn, I ſuppoſe, but it won't become me to be 
inquiſitive. | - [Exit La. Grace. 


Enter Lord TowNLlLyY and MANL . 


L. Town. I did not think my Lady Wrong head had 
ſuch a notable Brain: Tho! I can't ſay ſhe was ſo very 
wiſe, in truſting this filly Girl you call Mrtilla, with 
the Secret. 5 

Man. No, my Lord, you miſtake me, had the Girl 
been in the Secret, perhaps I had never come at it my- 

ſelf. 
I. Town. Why I thought you ſaid the Girl writ this 

Letter to you, and that my Lady Wronghead ſent it in- 
clos'd to my Sifter ? 

Man. If you pleaſe to give me Leave, my Lord — 

the Fact is thus This inclos'd Letter to Lady Grace 
was a real Original one, written by this Girl, to the 
Count we have been talking of: J he Count drops it, 
and my Lady Mronghead finds it: Then only changing 
the Cover, ſhe ſeals it up as a Letter of Buſineſs, juit 
written by herſelf, to me: And pretending to be in a 
Hurry, gets this innocent Girl to write the Direction, 
tor her. | 

L. Town. Oh! then the Girl did not know ſhe was 
ſuperſcribing a Billet-doux of her own to you? 

Man. No, my Lord; for when I firſt queſtion'd her 
about the Direction, ſhe own'd it immediately: But 
when J thew'd her that her Letter to the Count was 
within it, and told her how it came into my Hands, 
the poor Creature was amaz'd, and thought herſelf 


betray'd both by the Count and my Lady —— in ſhort, 
| | upon 


to be 
race. 


{ had 


very 
with 


| firmly yours 
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upon this Diſcovery the Girl and I grew ſo gracious, 
| that ſhe has let me into ſome Tranſactions, in my Lady 


Wronghead's Family, which, with my having a careful 
Eye over them, may prevent the Ruin of it. 
L. Town. You are very generous to be fo ſolicitous 


| for a Lady that has given you ſo mach Uneaſineſs. 


Man. But I will be moſt unmercifully reveng'd of her: 
for | will do her the greateſt Friendſhip in the World 


| —- againſt her Will. 


L. Town. What an uncommon Philoſophy art thou 


E Maſter of? to make even thy Malice a Virtue! 


Man. Vet, my Lord, I aſſure you, there is no one 


Action of my Life gives me more Pleaſure than your 


Approbation of it. 

L. Town. Dear Charles! my Heart's impatient, till 
thou art nearer to me: And as a Proof that I have long 
wiſh'd thee fo: while your daily Conduct has choſen 


| rather to deſerve than ask my Siſter's Favour ; I have 
been as ſecretly induſtrious to make her ſenſible of your 
| Merit: And ſince on this Occaſion you have open'd 


your whole Heart to me, 'tis now with equal Pleaſure, 
I aſſure you, we have both ſucceeded — ſne is as 


Man. Impoſlible ! you flatter me! ; 

L. Town. I'm glad you think it Flattery : but ſhe her- 
elf ſhall prove it none: ſhe dines with us alone: when 
the Servants are withdrawn, I'll open a Converſation, 
that ſhall excuſe my leaving you together O] Charles 
had I, like thee, been cautious in my Choice, what me- 
lancholy Hours had this Heart avoided ! 

Man. No more of that, I beg, my Lord 

L Town, But 'twill, at leaſt, be ſome Relief to my 
Anxiety (however barren of Content the State has been 
to me) to ſee ſo near a Friend and Siſter happy in it: 
Your Harmony of Life will be an Inftance how much 
the Choice of Temper is preterable to Beauty. 


While your ſoft Hours in mutual Kindneſs move, 
Tou'll reach by Virtue what I loſt by Love, 
| [ Exeunt. 
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ACTI. N E I 
SCENE M,. Motherly's Hof, 


Enter Mrs. Mo THERLY, meeting MyRT111 


MoTHERLY. 


O, Neice! where is it poſſible you can hare 
“deen theſe fix Hours? 
DAD Myr. O Madam! I have ſuch a terrible 
RESOS Story to tell, you! | 
Moth. A Story! Ods my Life! What have you dem 
with the Count's Note of five hundred Pound, I ent 
you about? is it ſafe? is it good? is it Security ? 
Myr. Yes, yes, it is ſafe : But for its Goodneſs — 
Mercy on us! I have been in a fair way to be hany'l 


about it! | 
Moth. The dickens! has the Rogue of a Count playd 
us another Trick then ? 
Myr. You ſhall hear, Madam; when I came to 
Mr. Cab, the Banker's, and ſhew'd him his Note for fire 
hundred Pounds, payable to the Count, or Order, in 
two Months he look'd earneſtly upon it, and defir'd 
me to ſtep into the Inner Room, while he examin'd his 
Books —— after I had ſtaid about ten Minutes, he came 
in to me claps to the Door, and charges me with a 
Conſtable for Forgery. 
Moth. Ah poor Soul! and how didſt thou get of? 
Myr. While I was ready to fink in this Condition, 1 
g'd him to have a little Patience, till I could fend 
for Mr. Manly, whom he knew to be a Gentleman of 
Worth and Honour, and who, I was ſure, would con- 
vince him, whatever Fraud might be in the Note, that Wi 
J was myſelf an innocent abus'd Woman 


—ͤ—ñ34œ— — 


and as good Luck would have it, in leſs than half an 


Hour Mr. Manly came . fo, without mincing che 
Matter, 
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Matter, I fairly told him upon what Deſign the Count 
| had lodg'd that Note in your Hands, and in ſhort, laid 


open the whole Scheme he had drawn us into, to make 
our Fortune. 


Moth. The Devil you did! 


Myr. Why how do you think it was poſſible, I could. 
| any otherways make Mr. Manly my Friend, to help me 


out of the Scrape I was in? To conclude, he ſoon made 


| Mr. Caſb eaſy, and ſent away the Conſtable ; nay far- 
| ther he promis'd me, if I would truſt the Note in his 
| Hands, he would take care it ſhould be fully paid be- 


fore it was due, and at the ſame time would give me 
an ample Revenge upon the Count; fo that all you 
have to conſider now, Madam, is, whether you 
think yourſelf ſafer in the Count's Hands, or Mr. 


| Manly's. 


Moth. Nay, nay, Child ; there is no choice in the 
matter! Mr. Manly may be a Friend indeed, if any 


| thing in our Power can make him ſo. 


Myr. Well, Madam, and now pray, how ſtand Mat- 


ters at home here? What has the Count done with the 


Ladies ? N 

Meth. Why every thing he has a mind to do, by this 
time, I ſuppoſe. He is in as high Favour with Miſs, 
as he is with my Lady. | | 

Myr. Pray, where are the Ladies? | 

Moth. Rattling abroad in their own Coach, and the 
well-bred Count along with them: They have been 
ſcouring all the Shops in Town over, buying fine things 
and new Clothes, from Morning to Night : They 
have made one Voyage already, and have brought home 
ſuch a Cargo of Bawbles and Trumpery —— Mercy on 


Wie poor Man that's to pay for them 


Myr. Did not the young Squire go with them 
Meth. No, no; Miſs ſaid, truly he would but dif. 
prace their Party : ſo they even left him aſleep by the 
Kitchen Fire. x 
Myr. Has not he asked after me all this while? For 1 
ad a ſort of an Aſſignation with him. 
Moth. O yes! he has been in a bitter Taking about 
At laſt his * grew ſo uneaſy, tha 
| he 


c 
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he fairly fell a crying; ſo to quiet him, I ſent one of 


the Maids and John Mood) abroad with him to ſhew - 
him the Lions, and the Monument. Ods me! ot 
there he is, juſt come home Again you may have 8 q 
Buſineſs with him ſo ll even turn you toge- ſhey 


ther. 


Enter SQUIRE RICHARD. 


Sgu. Rich. Soah ! ſoah ! Mrs. Myrtilla, wheere han 
yow been aw this Day, forſooth ? 

Mr. Nay, if you go to that, Squire, where hare | 
you been, pray ? | | 

Squ. Rich. Why, when 1 fun' at yow were no lJoikly 
to come whoam, I were ready to hong my Sel ——{o 
Fohn Moody, and I, and one o' your Laſſes have been 
Lord knows where a ſeeing o' Soights. 

Myr, Well and pray what have you ſeen, Sir ? 

Sgu. Rich. Fleſh ! 1 cawnt tell, not I ſeen every 
thing I think. Firſt there we went o'top o' the what 
d'ye call it? there, the greet huge ſtone Poſt, up the 
rawnd and rawnd Stairs, that twine and twine about, 
juſt an as thof it were a Cork-Scrue. 

Mr. O, the Monument! well, and was it not a fine 
Sight, from the Top of it? 

Sgu. Rich. Sight, Miſs! I know no' —I ſaw nowght 
but Smoak and brick Houſen, and Steeple Tops 
then there was ſuch a mortal Ting-tang of Bells, and 
| Rumbling of Carts and Coaches, and then the Folks 
under one look'd ſo ſmall, and made ſuch a Hum, and 
a Buz, it put me in mind of my Mother's great glals 
Bee-hive, in eur Garden in the Count:y. 

Myr. I think, Maſter, you give a very good Account 
of it. | 
' Squ. Rich, Ay! but I did no' like it: For my Head— 
my Head — began to turn ſo I trundled me day 
Stairs agen, like a round Trencher. 

Myr. Well! but this was not all you faw, I up 
poſe? . 3 
Sgu. Rich, Noa! noa! we went after that, and fav 
the Lyons; and I lik'd them better by hawlf; the 


are pure grim Devils; hoh, hoh! I touke @ Stick, and 
| gave 


- 


e of 
hew 
me 
1ave 
oge· 


han 


have 


oikly 
— o 


been 


every 
What 
p the 
about, 


- a fine 


jowght 


Js, and 
> Folks 
m, and 
it olals 


\ ccount 


Head 


12 dawn 


1 fp 


and {aw 
f; the 
ick, and 
gave 


A JouRnzy tos LONDON. 75 


Teve he would ha' ſnapt my Head of, an he could ha” 


ſhew you prettier Sights than theſe there's a Maſ- 
querade to-morrow, | 

$qu. Rich. O Laud! ay! they ſay that's a pure thing 
| for Merry Andrews, and thoſe fort of comical Mum- 
mers — and the Count tells me, that there Lads and 
Laſſes may jig their Tails, and eat, and drink, with- 
cut grudging, all Night lung. 

Mr. What would you ſay now, if I ſhould get you 
a Ticket, and go along with you? 

Seu. Rich. Ah dear! | 

Myr. But have a Care, Squire, the fine Ladies there 
are terribly tempting ; look well to your Heart, or Ad 
me! the'll whip it up, in the Trip of a Minute. | 

Squ. Rich. Ay, but they cawnt thoa — ſoa let um 
look to themſelves, an' ony of *um falls in love with 
me— mayhap they had as good be quiet. 

Myr. Why ſure you would not refuſe a fine Lady, 
would you? 

Sgu. Rich. Ay, but I would tho' unleſs it were 
one at I know of. | 

Myr. Oh! oh! then yeu have left your Heart in the 
Country, I find ? | 

$qu. Rich, Noa, noa, my Heart eh my 
Heart e' ent awt o' this Room. | 

Myr. L am glad you have it about you, however. 

Sau. Rich. Nay, mayhap not ſoa noather, ſomebody 
elle may have it, at you little think of. 

Myr. I can't imagine what you mean! 

Su. Rich. Noa! why doan't you know how many 
Folks there is in this Room, naw ? 

Myr. Very fine, Maſter, I ſee you have learnt the 
Town Gallantry already. 

Sz. Rich. Why doan't you believe at I have a Kind- 
deſs for you then? | | i” 

Myr. Fy! fy ! Maſter, how you talk! beſide you are 
00 young to think of a Wife. 


D 2 


1 


Sz. Rich. 


ve one of them ſuch a Poke o' the Noaſe — be- 


ot me. Hok ! hoh! hoh! + 
Myr. Well, Maſter, when you and I go abroad, I'll. 
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Sgu. Rich, Ay! but I caunt help thinking ©! yow 
for all that. | 


Myr. How ! why ſure, Sir, you don't pretend to think 
of me in a diſhonourable way? 


Squ. Rich. Nay, that's as yow ſee good — I did ny ME 


think *at yo. would ha“ thouwght of me for a Husband, 
mayhap ; unleſs IJ had Means, in my own Hands; and 
Feyther allows me but hawlf a Crown a Week, as yet; 
while. | 
Myr. Oh! when I like any Body, *tis not want of 
Mony will make me refuſe them. 

Sze. Rich. Well, that's juſt my Mind now; for n 
I like a Girl, Miſs, I would take her in her Smuck. 

Myr. Ay, Maſter, now you ſpeak like a Man of Hg. 
nour : This ſhews ſomething of a true Heart in you. 

Sgu. Rich. Ay, and a true Heart you'll find me; try 
when you will. | | 

Myr. Huſh! huſh! here's your Papa come home, and 
my Aunt with him. | 

Squ. Rich. A Devil rive em, what do they come 
naw for? | 

Myr. When you and I get to the Maſquerade, you 
ſhall ſee what I'll fay to you. 

Sgu. Rich. Well, Hands upon't then | 

Myr. There | 

Squ. Rich. One Buſs, and a Bargain. [ Xi ßes ber] 
Ads wauntlikins! as ſoft and plump as a Marrow-Pud- 
ding. [ Exeunt ſeveral, 


Euter Sir Francis WRONGHEAD and 
Mrs, MO THERLY. 


Sir Fran. What! my Wife and Daughter abroad, fay 
ou? | 
, Moth. O dear Sir, they have been mighty buſy all 
the Day long; they juſt came home to ſnap up a ſhot 
Dinner, and ſo went out again. 


Sir Fran. Well, well, I ſhan't ſtay Supper far em 1 


can tell 'em that: For Ods- heart! I have had nothing 
in me, but a Toaſt and Tankard, ſince Morning. 
Moth. I am afraid, Sir, theſe late Parliament Hou! 


won't agree with you. * 
vi 
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ow, Sir Fran, Why, truly, Mrs. Motherly, they don't do 
right with us Country Gentlemen; to loſe one Meal 


hink WWF out of three, is a hard Tax upon a good Stomach, 

b Moth. It is ſo indeed, Sir. | 
I no! | Sir Fran, But, hawſomever, Mrs. Matherly, when 
_ we conſider, that what we ſuffer is for the Good of our 


Country — 

yet a Moth. Why truly, Sir, that is ſomething. | 
Sir Fran. Oh ! there's a great deal to bo ſaid for't 

the Good of ones Country is above all things —— 

Es A true hearted Engliſpman thinks nothing too much for 

or il Bi it — I have heard of ſome honeſt Gentlemen ſo very 

k. zealous, that for the Good of their Country they 

f He would ſometimes go to Dinner at Midnight. 

| Moth, Oh! the Goodneſs of em! ſure their Country 

"5 U) BW muſt have a vaſt Eſteem for them? 

Sir Fran. So they have, Mrs. Moetheriy; they are ſo 


int of 


Ju, 


e, and Bi reſpected when they come home to their Boroughs, 
after a Seſſion, ard ſo belov'd that their Coun- 

come Bi ty will come and dine with them every Day in the 
Week. | 

e, yOu Moth, Dear me! What a fine thing *tis to be ſo po- 
pulous ! 


Sir Fran. It is a great Comfort, indeed! and I can 


her] _ you you are 2 good ſenſible Woman, Mrs. Mo- 


w. Pod. Moth. O dear Sir, your Honour's pleas'd to Compli- 
ve ralh. ment. 
ot Sir Fran. No, no, I ſee you know how to value Peo- 
ple of Conſequence. 
11 by Moth. Good lack! here's Company, Sir; will yow 
z 


give me leave to get you a little ſomething till the La- 
buſy all dies come home, Sir? | 

"+ | Sir Fran, Why troth, I don't think it would be- 
a ment amiſs, 


* Noth. It ſhall be done in a Moment, Sir. LZEæii. 
nothing Wi Enter MANLY, 


. 1 Man. Sir Francis, your Servant. 
at Hon Sir Fran. Couſin Manly! | 


Nan. I am come to ſee how the Family goes on here. 
D 4. 5 


ir 
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Sir Fran. Troth! all as buſy as Bees; I have be 
5 the Wing ever fince Eight .a-Clock this Mori 9 
Man. By your early Hour, then, I ſuppoſe ; 1 
8 been making your Court to ſome of * Gre 
en. g | 
Sir Fran, Why, Faith! you have hit it, Sir — ef 


J was advis'd to loſe no Time: So I &en went firait an 
forward, to one great Man I had never ſeen in my Lit for 
before. Bos I © = mẽ 

Man. Right! that was doing Buſineſs: But who had #7 
you got to introduce you ? | 

Sir Fran. Why, no Body I remember'd I had fay 
heard a wiſe Man fay — My Son, be bold — fo troth! tur, 
I introduc'd my Self. | > mu! 

Man As how. pray? | tho! 
Sir Fran. Why, thus Look ye —— Pleaſe your "till 
Lordſhip, ſays I, I am Sir Francis Wronghead of Bun: not 
per- Hall, and Member of Parliament for the Borough * 
of Guzzledown Sir, your humble Servant, ſays my way. 
Lord; thof I have not the Honour to know your Per. . 


ſon, I have heard you are-a very honeſt Gentleman, and MW knou 
J am glad your Borough has made choice of fo worthy 
a Repreſentative; and ſo, ſays he, Sir Francis, hae well! 
you any Service to command me? Naw, Couſin ! thoſe Si. 
Jaſt Words, you may be ſure gave me no {mall Enccu- ſerve 
ragement. And thof I know, Sir, you have no ext - me a 
ordinary Opinion of my Parts, yet, I believe, you wont Bourſt 


ſay J miſt it naw ! that h 
Man. Well, I hope I ſhall have no Cauſe, Ribon 
Sir Fran. So when J found him ſo courteous ——— he can 

My Lord, ſays I, I did not think to ha' troubled your Ma, 

Lordſhip with Buſineſs upon my firſt Viſit : but {ince Jour F 

your Lordſhip is pleas'd not to ftand upon Ceremony Sir 

why truly, ſays I, I think naw 1s as good as ane. it, Sir; 
ther Time. Man 
Man. Right! there you puſh'd him home. for juſt 
Sir Fran. Ay, ay, | had a mind to let him fee that e. 
I was none of your mealy-mouth'd Ones, ths _ 
| in 


Man. Very good! 
Sir} 
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Sir Fran. So, in ſhort my Lord, ſays I, I have a 
good Eſtate — but — a — it's a little awt at Elbows ; 
and as I deſire to ſerve my King, as well as my Country, 
] ſhall be very willing to accept of a Place at Court. 

Man. So, this was making ſhort Work on't. 

Sir Fran, I'cod! I ſhot him flying, Couſin : Some 


of your Hawlf witted Ones naw, would ha' humm'd 


and haw'd, and dangled a Month or two after him, be- 
fore they durſt open their Mouths about a Place, and 
mayhap, not ha' got it at laſt neither, 

Man. Oh! I'm glad you're fo ſure on't 

Sir Fran. You ſhall hear, Couſin — Sir Francis, 
ſays my Lord, pray what ſort of a Place may you ha” 
turn'd your Thoughts upon? My Lord, ſays I, Beggars 
muſt not be Chuſers; but ony Place, ſays I, about a 
thouſand a Year, will be well enough to be doing with 
till ſomething better falls in — for I thowght it would 
not look well to ſtond haggling with him at firſt. ; 

Man. No, no, your Buſineſs was to get Footing any 
way. 

Sir Fran. Right! there's it! ay Couſin, I ſee you 
know the World ! & | 

Man. Yes, yes, one ſees more of it every Day 
well! but what ſaid my Lord to all this? / 

Sir Fran. Sir Francis, ſays he, I ſhall be glad to 
ſerve you any way, that lies in my Power; ſo he gave 
me a Squeeze by the Hond, as much as to ſay, Give 
yourſelf no Trouble I'll do your Bufineſs ; with 
that he turn'd him abawt to ſome-body, with a coloured 
Ribon a-croſs here, that look'd in my Thowghts, as if 
he came for a Place too. 

Man. Ha! fo, upon theſe Hopes, you are to make 
your Fortune ! | | | 
; _ . Why, do you think there's ony Doubt of 
it, Sir ? e 

Man. Oh no, I have not the leaſt Doubt about it 
for juft as you have done, I made my Fortune ten Years 
ago. N Ek 

Sir Fran, Why, I never knew you had a Place, 
Couſin, x 


D 4 Man. 
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Nan. Nor I neither, upon my Faith, Couſin. But 
you, perhaps, may have better Fortune: For I ſuppoſe 1 
my Lord has heard of what Importance you were in the eng: 
Debate To-day —— You have been ſince down at the 5, 
Houſe, I preſume ! 

Sir Fran. O yes! I would not negle& the Houſe, for 
ever ſo much. 

Man. Well, and pray what have they done there? 

Sir Fran. Why, troth! I can't well tell you, what 
they have done, but I can tell you what I did: and! 
think pretty well in the main; only I happen'd to make 
a little Miſtake at laſt, indeed. 

Man. How was that? 7 

Sir Fran. Why, they were all got there, into a ſort 
of a puzzling Debate, about the Good of the Nation 
— and I were always for that, you know but in 
ſhort, the Arguments were ſo long-winded o'both fides, 
that, waunds! I did no well underſtand um: Haw- 
ſomever, I was convinc'd, and fo reſolv'd to vote right, 
according to my Conſcience ſo, when they came 
to put the Queſtion, as they call it, I don't know 
baw *twas —— but I doubt I cry'd Ay ! when I ſhould 
ha' cry*'d No! 

Man. How came that about ? 

Sir Frau. Why, by a Miſtake, as I tell you 
for there was a 1 ſort of a Gentleman, one 
Mr. Tother/ide I think they call him, that fat next me, 
as ſoon as I had cry'd Ay! gives me a hearty ſhake by 
the Hand! Sir, ſays he, you are a Man of Honour, and 
a true Engli/oman! and I ſhould be proud to be better 
acquainted with you — and ſo with that, he takes me 
by the Sleeve, along with the Crowd, into the Lobby 
—— ſo, I knew nowght —— but Ods-fleſh! I was got 
o'th* wrung fide the Poſt — ſor I were told, afterwards, 
J ſhould have ſtaid where I was. 

Man. And ſo, if you had-not quite made your For- 
tune before, you have clench'd it now ! Ah! thou 
Head of the //rongheads. | [ Afrae. 

Sir Fran. Odſo! here's my Lady come home at laſt | 
I hope, Couſin, you will be ſo kind, as to take a 


Family Supper with us? 
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Man. Another time, Sir Francis ; but to-night, I am: 


| engaged. 
Enter Lady WRON GHEAD, Miſs JENNY, and 


Count BASS ET. | 
La. Wrong. Couſin! your Servant; I hope you will? 


| pardon my Rudeneſs: But we have really been in ſuch: 
{ 2 continual Hurry here, that we have not had a leiſure - 
| Moment to return your laſt Viſit. 


Man. O Madam! I am a Man of no Ceremony; you 
ſee That has not hinder'd my coming again. 
La. Wrong. You are infinitely obliging: but I'll re- 


deem my Credit with you. 


Man. At your own time, Madam. 
C. Baſ. I muſt ſay that for Mr. Manly, Madam; if 


making People eaſy is the Rule of Good- Breeding, he is 


certainly the beſt-bred Man in the World. 

Man. Soh! I am not to drop my Acquaintance, I: 
find — [ Aſide.] I am afraid, Sir, I ſhall grow vain upon. 
your good Opinion. 

C. Baſ. I don't know that, Sir; but I am ſure, what 
you are pleas'd to ſay, makes me fo. | 

Man. The moſt impudent Modeſty: that ever I met 


with. Alide. 


La. Wrong. Lard! how ready his Wit is? 


LAſide. 
Sir Fran. Don't you think, Sir, the Count's 


2 very fine Gentleman? | 


Man. O! among the Ladies, certainly. | 
dir Fran. And yet he's as ſtout as a Lion: Mas: 
Waund, he'll ſtorm any thing. g parts 
Man. Will he ſo? Why then, Sir, rake | 
care of your Citadel. ; 
Sir Fran. Ah! you area Wag, Coufin, |}. | 
Man. I hope, Ladies, the Town Air continues to 
Jenny. O] perfectly well, Sir! We have been abroad 
| long and we have - 
pought an Ocean of fine Things, And To-morrow 
e go to the Maſquerade! and on Friday to the Play! 
und on Saturday to the Opera! and on Sunday, we are 
o be at the what - d'ye call it — Aſſembly, and ſee the 
D-5: | Laces 


382 The PRovox'D HUSBAND; v, 


| Ladies play at Quadrille, and Picquet, and Ombre, aud t 

Hazard, and Baſſet! And on Monday, we are to fee th 

King! and fo on Tueſday 5 
La. Wrong. Hold, hold, Miſs! you muſt not let Your er 


Tongue run ſo faſt, Child you forget! you knoy ta 
T brought you hither to learn Modeſty. 
Man. Yes, yes! and ſhe is improv'd with a Ver. ca 
geance | Ad. 
Jenny. Lawrd! Mama, I am ſure I did not ſay ay m- 
Harm! and if one muſt not ſpeak in ones Turn, os | 
may be kept under as long as one lives, for ought | yo 
La. Wrong. O' my Conſcience, this Girl grows f 25 
Headſtrong = Ar 
Sir Fran, Ay, ay, there's your fine growing Stiri | 
for you! Now tack it dawn, an' you can. mu 
Fenny. All J ſaid, Papa, was only to entertain ny for 
Couſin Mary. = : 
Man. My pretty Dear, I am mightily oblig'd to 30. befc 
Fenny. Look you there now, Madam. | kno 
La. Prong. Hold your i'ongue, I ſay. a, 
Jenny [Turning acvay and glowting.) I declare it, her 
won't bear it: She i- always a ſnubbing me before yo, of a 
Sir! I know why ſhe does it, well enough — a ve 


[ A/ide to the Count 7 
C. Ba/. Huſh! kuſh, my Dear! don't be unealy att 


that ! ſhe'll ſuſpect us. Co . 
Jenny. Let her ſuſpeft, what do I care —- | dn, you! 
know, but I have as much Reaſon to ſuſpeR, as ſhe= Si; 


tho” perhaps I'm not ſo fraid of her. 
C. Baſ ¶ Aide] Vgad, if I don't keep a tight Han — 
en my Tit, Lere, ſhe'll run away with my Project be 


fore I can bring it to bear. . Y La 

La Wrong. [ fide.) Perpetually hanging upon him you t 
The young Harlot is certainly in love with him; but better 
muſt not let them ſce I think ſo —and yet I can't b, Pack 
it: Upon my Life, Count, you'll ſpoil that foryail may | 


Girl --— you ſhould not encourage her ſo. 
C Bay. Pardon me, Madam, I was only adviſing i 
to obſerve what your Ladyſhip ſaid to her, | 


Al 


or, 


re, and 
) ſee the 


let your 
ou knoy 


a Ven. 
F177 
ſay any 
urn, oue 


ought [ 


zrows {Oi 


1g Spint 
tain my 


] to you, 


lare it, 
fore You, 


56 Count, 
anealy 4 

Aci 
- ] dont 
as ſhe — 


ht Hand 


oon hin 


m; but! 
-an't ber 
- forwai 


viſing if 


a very genteel Step into the Family. 


1 WA! 


4 JouRNEY 1% LONDON. 83 
Man. Ves, truly her Obſervations have been ſome- 


thing particular. LA lde. 


C. Ba/. In one Word, Madam, ſhe has a} 
Jealouſy of your Ladyſhip, and I am fore'd to 
encourage her, to blind it; *twill be better to 
take no notice of her Behaviour to me. 

La. Wrong. You are right, I will be more 


cautious, | 

C. Baſ To-morrow at the Maſquerade, we 

may loſe her, 

I. Wrong. We ſhall be obſerv'd. I'll ſend 

you a Note, and ſettle that Aﬀair —— go on 

with the Girl, and don't mind me. 3 

C. Baſ. I have been taking your Part, my little 
Angel. 

1 Wrong. Jenny! come hither, Child you 
muſt not be ſo haſty, my Dear I only adviſe you . 
for your good. ; | 

Jenny. Yes, Mama; but when I am told of a thing 
before Company, it always makes me. worſe, you 


+ Apart, 


| know, | 


Man. If I have any Skill in the fair Sex; Miſs, and 
her Mama, have only quarrel'd, becauſe they are both 


of a Mind. This facetious Count ſeems to have made 
[ A/ede. 


Enter My RT1ILLA, MAR IL talks apart with her. 


La. Wrong. Well, Sir Francis, and what News have 
you brought us from Weſiminſter, to-day ? 

Sir Fran. News, Madam? I'cod! I have ſom 
and ſuch as does not come every Day, I can tell you 


a word in your Ear —- I have got a Promiſe of a 


roject bs 


Place at Court of a thouſand Pawnd a Year already. 

La. Wrong. Have you fo, Sir? And pray who may 
you thank for't? Now! who's in the right!? Is not this 
better than throwing ſo much away, after a ſtinking 


Pack of Fox-hounds, in the Country? Now your Family 
may be the better for it! 


Sir Fran. Nay! that's what perſuaded me to come 


up, my Dove, 


La. V. rong. 
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La. Wrong. Mighty well — come — let me have 
another hundred Pound then. 

Sir Fran. Another! Child? Waunds! you have had 
one hundred this Morning, pray what's become of that, 
my Dear? 1 

La. Wrong. What's become of it? why I'll ſhew yon, 
my Love! Jenny] have you the Bills about you? 

Fenny. Yes, Mama. 

La. Wrong. What's become of it ? why laid out, my 
Dear, with fifty more to it, that I was forced to borrow 
of the Count here. 

Fenny. Yes, indeed, Papa, and that would hardly 
do neither There's th* Account, 

Sir Fran. [Turning over the Bills.) Let's ſee! let's 
ſee! what the Devil have we got here? 

Man. Then you have ſounded your Aunt 
you ſay, and ſhe readily comes into all I pro- 
pos'd to you? 

Myr. Sir, Dll anſwer with my Life, ſhe is 
mcit thankfully yours in every Article: ſhe 
mightily deſires to ſee you, Sir. P hart, 

Man. I am going home, directly: bring 
her to my Houſe in half an hour; and if ſhe 
makes good what you tell me, you ſhall both 
find your Account in it. 1 
Myr. Sir, ſhe ſhall not fail you. J 
Sir Fran. Ods-life ! Madam, here's nothing but Toys 8g 
and Trinkets, and Fans, and Clock- Stockings, by the! 
wholeſale. you. 


La. Wrong. There's nothing but what's proper, and J 
for your Credit, Sir Francs Nay you fee, I am MW to ſu 
ſo good a Houſewife, that in Neceſſaries for myſelf, I Si. 
have ſcarce laid out a Shilling. that” 

Sir Fran. No, by my troth, ſo it ſeems; for tle La 
devil o' one thing's here, that I can fee you have any Dear 
occaſion for! ing t 


La. Wrong, My Dear! do you think I came hither with 
to live out of the Faſhion? why the greateſt Diſtinction 
of a fine Lady in this Town is in the variety of pretty dont' 
Things that ſhe has no Occaſion for, 
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Jenny. Sure, Papa, could you imagine, that Women 


| of Quality wanted nothing but Stays and Petticoats ? 


La. Wrong. Now that is ſo like him! 
Man. So! The Family comes on finely. [ Afae. 
La. Wrong. Lard! if Men were always to govern, 


| what Dowdys would they reduce their Wives to! 


Sir Fran. An hundred Pound in the Morning, and 


| want another afore Night! Waunds and Fire! the Lord 
| Mayor of London could not hold it at this rate! 


Man. O! do you feel it, Sir? [Alt. 

La. Wrong. My Dear, you ſeem uneaſy ; let me have 
the hundred Pound, and compoſe yourſelf. 

Sir Fran, Compoſe the Devil, Madam ! why, do you 
conſider what a hundred Pound a Day comes to in a 
Year ? 

La. Wrong. My Life, if I account with you from 
one Day to another, that's really all that my Head is 
able to bear at a time — But I'll tell you what I 
conſider I confider, that my Advice has got you 
a thouſand Pound a Year this Morning — That 
now methinks you might conſider, Sir. 

Sir Fran. A thouſand a Year! Waunds, Madam, but 


I have not touch'd a Penny of it yet! 


Man, Nor never will, I'Il anſwer for him. [ Aſide. 

Enter Squire RICHARD, : 
Su. Rich. Feyther, and you doan't come quickly, 
the Meat will be coal'd ; and I'd fain pick a Bit with 


you. 
La. Wrong. Bleſs me, Sir Francis! you are not going 


| to ſup by yourſelf! 


Sir Fran, No, but I'm going to dine by myſelf, and 
that's pretty near the Matter, Madam. 

La. Wrong. Had not you as good ſtay a little, my 
Dear? we ſhall all eat in half an Hour; and I was think- 
a. ask my Couſin Mandy to take a Family Morſel 
with us. 8 

Sir Fran, Nay, for my Couſin's good Company, I 


dont” care if I ride a Day's Journey without Baiting. 


Man. By no means, Sir Fraucis, I am going upon 
a little Buſineſs. | 
ER Sir 
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ments. | 
Man. You'll excuſe me, Madam | 
La. Wrong. Since you have Buſineſs, Sir 


Enter Mrs. MoTherLey. 


O, Mrs. Motherly! you were ſaying this Morning, you 
had ſome very fine Lace to ſhew me can't 1 fee it 
now ? {Sir Francis fare, 

Moth. Why, really Madam, I had made a ſort of 2 
Promiſe, to let the Counteſs of A7cely have the firf 
Sight of it, for the Birth-day : But your Ladyſhip = 

La. Wrong. O! I die, if I don't fee it before her. 

Sgu. Rich, Woant you goa, Feyther? 

Sir Fran. Waunds! Lad, I ſhall ha' noa F Apart, 
Stomach at this Rate! 

Moth. Well, Madam, though I fay it, *tis the ſweetek 
Pattern that ever came over — and for Fineneſs —« 
no Cobweb comes up to it! 

Sir Fran. Ods Guts, and Gizard, Madam! Lace a 
fine as a Cobweb! why, what the Devil's that to coſt 

"now ?. | | | 

Moth, Nay, if Sir Francis does not like of it, Ma- 
dam | 

La. Wrong. He like it! Dear Mrs. Motherly, he is not 
to wear it. | 

Sir Fran, Fleſh, Madam, but I ſuppoſe I am to pay 
for it | 

La: Wrong. No doubt on't! Think of your thouſand 
a Year, and who got it you, go! eat your Dinner, and 
be thankful, go. [Driving him to the Door. | Come, 
Mrs. Motherly. | 

[Exit La. Wronghead w7th Mrs. Motherly, 

Sir Fran. Very fine! ſo here I mun faſt, *till I am 

almoſt famiſh'd for the Good of my Country; while 

Madam is laying me out an hundred Pound a- day in Lace, 

as fine as a Cobweb, for the Honour of my Family! 
Ods-fleſh! things had need go well at this rate! 
S874. Rich, Nay, nay,.— come, Feyther. 


[Exit Sir Fran. 
Enter 


Sir Fran. Well, Sir, 1 know you don't love Compli. 


[Exit Manly. 
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Enter Mrs. MoTryrrLy. 


Moth. Madam, my Lady defires you and the Count 
will pleaſe to come and aſſiſt her Fancy in ſome of the 


new Laces. : "Ek 
C. Baſ. We'll wait upon her 
[Exit Mrs. Moth. 


Fenny. So! I told you how it was! you ſee ſhe can't 


bear to leave us together. 
C. Baſ. No matter, my Dear: You know ſhe has 


\ 


ask'd me to ſtay Supper: ſo, when your Papa and ſhe 


are a-bed, Mrs. Myrtilla will let me into the Houſe 
again ; then you may ſteal into her Chamber, and we'll 
have a pretty Sneaker of Punch together. 

Myr. Ay, ay, Madam, you may command me any 


ing. 
Jenny. Well! that will be pure! 
C. Ba/. But you had beſt go to her alone, my Life: 


it will look better if I come after you. 
Jenny. Ay, ſo it will: and to-morrow you know at 
hey! Oh, DU have 
a Husband! ay, Marry, &c. [Exit ſinging, 

Myr. So Sir! am not I very commode to you ? 

C. Baſ. Well, Child! and don't you find your Ac- 
count in it? did not I tell you we might ſtill be of uſe 
to one another ? | 
Mr. Well, but how ſtands your Affair with Miſs, in 
the main? 

C. Baſ. O ſhe's mad for the Maſquerade! it drives 
like a Nail, we want nothing now but a Parſcn, to 
clinch it. Did not your Aunt ſay ſhe could get one at 
a ſhort Warning ? . f 

Myr. Yes, yes, my Lord, Townh's Chaplain is her 
Couſin you know; he'll do your Buſineſs and mine, at 
the fame time. ? : 
. C. Baſ. O! It's true! but where ſhall we appoint 

MT: | 
Myr. Why you know my Lady Townl's Houſe is 
always open to the Maſques upon a Ball-Night, before 
they go to the Hay-market. 

C. Za}, Good, | 

= | Me, 
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Mr. Now the Doctor purpoſes, we ſhould. all come 


thither in our Habits, and when the Rooms are full, 


we may ſteal up into his Chamber, he ſays, and there 
— crack he'll give us all a Canonical Commiſſion 
to go to bed together. 

C. Baſ. Admirable! Well, the Devil fetch me, if 
. _ not be heartily glad to ſee thee well ſettled, 
1 1 6 

Myr. And may the Black Gentleman tuck me under 


his Arm at the ſame time, if I ſhall not think myſelf 


oblig'd to you, as long as I live. 


C. Baſ. One Kiſs for old Acquaintance ſake —— 


Igad I ſhall want to be buſy again! 


Myr. O you'll have one fhortly will find you Em- 


ployment: But I muſt run to my Squire. 

C. Ba, And I to the Ladies {o your humble 
Servant, ſweet Mrs. Vronghead. | 
Mr. Yours, as in Duty bound, moſt noble Count 
Baſſet. = 

C. Baſ. Why ay! Count! That Title has been of 


ſome Uſe to me indeed! not that I have any more Pre- 


tence to it, than I have to a blue Ribband. Yet, I have 


made a pretty conſiderable Figure in Life with it: I have 
loll'd in my own Chariot, dealt at Aſſemblies, din'd 


with Ambaſſadors, and made one at Quadrille with the 
firſt Women of Quality But 
mutantur —— ſince that damn'd Squadron at White's 


have left me out of their laſt Secret, I am reduced: 
to trade upon my own Stock of Induſtry, and make 
my laſt Puſh upon a Wife: If my Card comes up right. 


(which I think can't fail) I ſhall once more cut a Figure, 
and cock my Hat in the face of the beſt of them! For 
ſince our modern Men of Fortune are grown wiſe 


enough to be Sharpers; I think Sharpers are Fools, 


that don't take up the Airs of Men of Quality. 
| [ Exit, 
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„ VT SCENE EX 
i SC E N E, Lord Townly's Houſe, 


Enter Ma L v and Lady GRACE. 


er 
8 + MANL x. 5 
- = Z&3%XHERE's ſomething, Madam, hangs upon 

Fei your Mind, To-day : Is it unfit to truſt me 
n- Ir with it? 

Iz. Grace. Since you will know); my 
le diſter then unhappy Woman! 

Man. What of her ? 

ne Ia Grace, I fear, is on the Brink of Ruin! 
x. Man. I am ſorry for it what has happen'd ? 
of La. Grace. Nothing ſo very new ! but the continual 
e- Repetition of it, at laſt has rais'd my Brother to an In- 
ve temperance that I tremble at. 
ve Man. Have they had any Words upon it? 
'd La Grace. He has not ſeen her fince Yeſterday. 
ne Man. What! not at home all Night! 
ra La. Grace. About five this Morning, in ſhe came! 


''s but with ſuch Looks, and ſuch an Equipage of Misfor- 


ed: tunes at her Heels what can become of her. 

ke Man. Has not my Lord ſeen her, ſay you? 

ht La. Grace. No! he chang'd his Bed laſt Night — 
e, [ fat with him alone 'till twelve, in Expectation of 
or her: But when the Clock ſtruck, he ſtarted from his 
ſe Chair, and grew incens'd to that Degree, that had I 


ls, not, almoſt on my Knees, difſuaded him, he had or- 
der'd the Doors that Inſtant, to have been locked 
ts againſt her! | 
Man. How terrible is his Situation? when the moſt 
Juſthable Severities he can uſe again her, are liable 


be 0 Mirth of all the diſſolute Card- Tables in 
own : 


do 


La. 
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La. Grace. Tis that, 1 know, has made him bear 6 
long: But you that feel for him, Mr. Mandy, will afit 
him to ſupport his Honour, and, if poſſible, preſerre 
his Quiet! therefore I beg you don't leave the Houf, 
'till one or both of them can be wrought to better 
Temper. | ; 

Man. How amiable is this Concern, in you ? 

La. Grace. For Heaven's ſake don't mind me, hut 
think on ſomething to preſerve us all. 

Mar. I ſhall not take the Merit of obeying your Com- 
mands, Madam, to ſerve my Lord — but pray, Mz 
dam, let me into all that has paſt, ſince Veſter- night. 

La. Grace. When my Intreaties had prevail'd upon 
my Lord, not to make a Story for the Town, by ſo 
* Publick a Violence, as ſhutting her at once out of his 
Doors; he order'd the next Apartment to my Lady' 
to be made ready for him while that was do- 
ing I try'd by all the little Arts I was Miſtreſs of, 
to amuſe him into Temper ; in ſhort, a filent Grief waz 
all I could reduce him to on this, we took our 
Leaves, and parted to our Repoſe : What his was, I ima 
gine by my own: For 1 ne'er clos'd my Eyes. About 
five, as I told you, I heard my Lady at the Door; fol 
ſlipt on a Gown, and fat almoſt an Hour with her, in 
her own Chamber. 

a. What ſaid ſhe, when ſhe did not find my Lord 
there ? | 

La. Grace. O! fo far from being ſhock'd or alarm 
at it; that ſhe bleſs'd the Occaſion! and ſaid, that in 
her Condition, the Chat of a Female Friend was far pre- 
ferable to the beſt Husband's Company in the World. 

Man. Where has ſhe Spirits to ſupport ſo much 
Inſenſibility ? | | 

La. Grace. Nay ! tis incredible! for though ſhe has 
Joſt every Shilling ſhe had in the World, and ſtretch'd 
her Credit ev'n to breaking; ſhe rallied her own Fol- 
lies with ſuch Vivacity, and painted the Penance, ſhe 
knows ſhe muſt undergo for them, in ſuch ridiculous 
Lights, that had not my Concern for a Brother been 
too ſtrong for her Wit, ſhe had almoſt diſarm'd my 


Anger. 
ger Man. 


La. 
I thin 


Mar. Her Mind may have another Caſt by this time: 


The moſt flagrant Diſpoſitions have their Hours of An- 


guiſh; which their Pride conceals from Company: 


Fat pray, Madam, how could ſhe avoid coming down 
| to dine? ' | 
| La. Grace. O] ſhe took care of that before ſhe went 
| to bed; by ordering her Woman, whenever ſhe was ask'd 

por, to ſay, ſhe was not well, | 


Man. Y ou have ſeen her fince ſhe was up, I preſume? 
La. Grace. Up! I queſtion whether ſhe be awake yet. 
Man. Terrible! What a Figure does ſhe make now ! 


| That Nature ſhould throw away ſo much B wen Aer tops 


Creature, to make ſuch a ſlatternly Uſe of it? 

La. Grace. O fy! there is not a more elegant Beauty 
in Town, when ſhe's dreſt. be | 
Man. In my Eye, Madam, the that's early dreſt, has 
ten times her Elegance. 

La. Grace. But ſhe won't be long now, I believe : for 
T think I ſee her Chocolate going up —— Mrs. Trufty, 
— a hem! | 


Mrs. TRUSTY comes to the Door, 


Man, [ Afide.] Five a Clock in the Afternoon, for a 
Lady of Quality's Breakfaſt, is an elegant Hour indeed! 
which to ſhew her more polite way of living too, I pre- 
ſume, ſhe eats in her Bed. 

La. Grace, [To Mrs. Truſty.] And when ſhe is up, 
] would' be glad ſhe would let me come to her Toilet 
—— That's all, Mrs. Trufty. 

Trufly, I will be ſure to let her Ladyſhip know, Ma- 

dam, | [Exit Mr. Truſty. 


Enter a SERVANT. 


Were Sir Francis Wrongbead, Sir, deſires to ſpeak 
with you. x 

Man, He comes unſeaſonably —— what fhall I do 
with him ? | 

La. Grace. O ſee him by all means, we ſhall have time 
enough; in the mean while I'll ſtep in, and have an Eye 
upon my Brother, Nay, don't mind me — you have 
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Man. You muſt be o 

| [ Retreating while Lady Grace goes oy, 

Defire Sir Francis to walk in. Ex. Servan, 

J ſuppoſe by this time his wiſe Worſhip begins to find, 

that the Balance of his Journey to London is on the 
wrong ſide, 


8 — 


Enter Sir FRAN CIS. 


Sir. Francis, your Servant; how came I by the Favour et 
this extraordinary V ifit ? 

Sir Fran. Ah! Couſin! © | 

Man. Why that ſorrowful Face, Man? 

Sir Fran, I have no Friend alive but you — 

Man. I am ſorry for that — but what's the 
Matter ? | 

Sir Fran. I have play'd the Fool by this Journey, I 
ſee now — for my bitter Wife 

Man. What of her ? 

Sir Fran. Is playing the Devil! | 

Man. Why truly, that's a Part that moſt of your fine 
Ladies begin with, as ſoon as they get to London. 

Sir Fran. If I am a living Man, Coufin, ſhe has made 
away with above two hundred and fifty Pound fince 
yeſterday Morning ! | 
Man, Hah! I ſee a good Houſewife will do a great 

deal of Work in a little time. 

Sir Fran. Work do they call it? Fine Work indeed! 

Man. Well! but how do you mean made away with it? 
What, ſhe has laid it out, may be —— but I ſuppoſe you 
have an Account of it. ; 

Sir Fran. Yes, yes, I have had the Account, indeed; 
but I mun needs ſay, it's a very ſorry one, : 
Man. Pray, let's hear. | 

Sir Fran. Why, firſt, I let her have an hundred and 
fifty, to get things handſom about her, to let the World 
ſee that I was Some-body ! and I thought that Sum was 
very genteel. : 

Man. Indeed I think ſo; and in the Country, might 
have ſerv'd her a Twelve-month. „„ 
Sir Fran, Why ſo it might —— but here in this 


fine Tawn, forſooth! it could not get through jou 
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for in half that time, it was 


- 


Har. O! for Ladies in Londen, Sir Francis, all this 


» 


Fi Fran. Noa! theere's the Plague on't! the Devil 


| © one uſeful Thing do I fee for it, but two pair of 1ac'd 


Shoes, and thoſe ſtond me in three Pound three Shillings 


a Pair too. 


Man. Dear Sir! this is nothing! Why we have City 


Wives here, that while their good Man is ſelling three 
Penny worth of Sugar, will give you twenty Pound for 
a ſhort Apron. 


Sir Fran, Mercy on us! What a mortal poor Devil is 
a Husband ! ET 

Man. Well, but I hope, you have nothing elſe to 
complain of ? 155 5 

Sir Fran. Ah! would I could fay fo tco— but there's 


| another hundred behind yet, that goes more to my Heart, 


than all that went before it. 
Max. And how might that be diſpoſed of? 
Sir Fran. Troth I am almoſt aſham'd to tell you, 
Man. Out with it. 
Sir Fran. Why ſhe has been at an Aſſembly. 
Man. What ſince I faw you! I thought you had all 


Sir Fran, Why ſo we did and all as merry as 
Grigs — I'cod ! my Heart was ſo open, that I toſs'd 
another hundred into her Apron, to go out early this 
Morning with But the Cloth was no ſooner taken 
away, than in comes my Lady Townly here, who 
between you and I — mum! has had the Devil to pay 
yonder —) with another rantipol Dame of Quality, 
and out they muſt have her, they ſaid, to introduce her 
at my Lady Nob/e's Aﬀembly forſooth — a few Words, 
ſo, bawnce ! 
and away they drive as if the Devil had got into the 
Coach-box — ſo about four or five in the Morning — 
kome comes Madam, with her Eyes a Foot deep in her 
Head and my poor hundred Pound left behind 
her at the Hazard-Table. 

| | Man. 
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Man. All loſt at Dice! 

Sir Fran. Every Shilling 
Pig-tail Puppies, and Pale-fac'd Women of Quality. 

Man. But pray, Sir Francis, how came you, aſter 
you found her ſo ill an Houſewife of one Sum, ſo ſoon 
to truſt her with another ? 

Sir Fran. Why, truly, I mun ſay that was partly 
my own Fault: for if I had not been a Blab of my 
__ I believe that laſt hundred might have been 

v'd. | 

Man. How ſo? | 

Sir Fran, Why, like an Owl, as I was, out of Good. 
will, forſooth, partly to keep her in Humour, I mul 
needs tell her of the thouſand Pound a Year, I had juſt 
got the Promiſe of —— T'cod ! ſhe lays her Claws upon 
it that Moment - ſaid it was all owing to her 
Advice, and truly ſhe would have her Share on't. 

Man. What, before you had it yourſelf ? 

Sir Fran. Why ay! that's what I told her —- My 
Dear, ſaid I, mayhap I mayn't receive the firſt Quarter 
on't this half Year. | 

Man. Sir Francis, I have heard you with a great 
deal of Patience, and J really feel Compaſſion for 

ou. | 
d Sir Fran. Truly, and well you may, Couſin, for ! 
don't ſee that my Wite's Goodneſs 1s a bit the better, 
for bringing to London. | | 

Man. It you remember, I gave you a Hint of it. 

Sir Fran, Why, ay, it's true you did ſo: But the 
Devil himſelf could not have believ'd ſhe would have 
rid Poſt to him. | 

Man. Sir, if you ſtay but a Fortnight in this Town, 
you will every Day fee hundreds as fait upon the Gallop, 
as ſhe 1s. | 

Sir Fran. Ah! this London is a baſe Place indeed — 
waunds, if things ſhould happen to go wrong with me 
at Weſtminſter, at this rate, how the Devil ſhall I keep 
out of a Jayl? LD 
Man. Why truly, there ſeems to me but one way to 
avoid it. 
Sir Fran. Ah! would you could tell me that, Couſin. 
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Man. The way lies plain before you, Sir; the ſame _ 


Road that brought you hither will carry you ſafe home 
again. . 
97 Fran, Ods-fleſh! Couſin, what! and leave a 
thoufand Pound a Year behind me? | 

Man. Pooh! pooh! leave any thing behind you, but 
your Family, and you are a Saver by it. 

Sir Fran, Ay, but conſider, Couſin, what a ſcurvy 
Figure ſhall I make in the Country, if I come dawn 
withawt it! 


Man. You will make a much more lamentable Figure 


in a Jayl without it. 

Sir Fran. May hap *at yow have no great Opinion 
ef it then, Couſin ? | 

Man. Sir Francis, to do you the Service of a real 
Friend, I muſt ſpeak very plainly to you: you don't yet 
ſee half the Ruin that's before you ? 


Sir Fran. Good-lack! how may yow mean, Couſin ?. 


Man. In one Word, your whole Affairs ſtand thus 
— in a Week you will loſe your Seat, at Weftmin- 
| fer: In a Fortnight, my Lady will run you into a Jay], 
by keeping the beſt Company In four and 


twenty Hours, your Daughter will run away with a 


Sharper, becauſe ſhe han't been us'd to better Com- 
pany: And your Son will ſteal into Marriage with a 
| Caſt-Miftreſs, becauſe he has not been uſed to any Co 
pany at all. | | 

Sir Fran. I' th' name o' goodneſs why ſhould you 
think all this ? : 

Mas. Becauſe I have Proof of it; in ſhort, I know 
ſo much of their Secrets, that if all this is not prevented 
to-night, it will be out of your Power to do it to-mor- 
row Morning. | 

Sir Fran, Mercy upon us! you frighten me 
Well, Sir, I will be govern'd by yow : But what am I 
to do in this Caſe? 

Man. I have not time here to give you proper In- 
ſtructions: but about eight this Evening, I'Il call at your 


Lodgings ; and there you ſhall have full Conviction, 


how much J have it at Heart to ſerve you. 
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Enter 4 SERVANT. 
Serv. Sir, my Lord deſires to ſpeak with you. 


Man. I'll wait upon him. 
Sir Fran, Well then, I'll go ſtraight home, nay, 
Man. At eight depend upon me. 
Sir Fran. Ah dear Couſin! I ſhall be bound to you 
as long as I live. Mercy deliver us! what a terribe 
Journey have I made on't! [Exeunt ſeveralh, 


The SCENE opens to a Dreſſing Room. Lad 
TOWN IX, as juft up, walks to her Toilet, lian. 
ing on Mrs, Truſty. 


* 


Truſty. Dear Madam, what ſhould make your Lady. 
ſhip ſo out of order ! | 

La. Town, How is it poſſible to be well, where one i; 
kill'd for want of Sleep? | 

Trufly. Dear me! it was ſo long before you rung, 
Madam, I was in hopes your Ladyſhip had been finely 
compos'd. 

La. Town, Compos'd! why I have lain in an Inn 
here! this Houſe is worſe than an Inn with ten Stage 
Coaches! What between my Lord's impertinent People 
of Buſineſs in a Morning, and the intolerable thick 
Shoes of Footmen at Noon, one has not a wink all 
Night. 

Trufly. Indeed, Madam, it's a great pity my Lord 
can't be perſuaded into the Hours of People of Qua- 
lity Though J muſt ſay that, Madam, your 


Ladyſhip is certainly the beſt Matrimonial Manager in 
Town. 

La. Town, Oh! you are quite miſtaken, Tuſy! 1 
manage very ill! for notwithſtanding all the Power 1 
have, by never being over-fond of my Lord 
yet I wanf Money infir*tely oftner than he is willing to 
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Truly. Ah! if his Lordſhip could but be brought to 
play himſelf, Madam, then he might feel what it is to 


want Mony. | 
La. Town, Oh! don't talk of it! do you know that 


I am undone, Trufty ? 


Truſty. Mercy forbid, Madam! 
La. Town. Broke! ruin'd ! plunder'd ! — ftripp'd, 


even to a Confiſcation of my laſt Guinea. 


Tru/ty. You don't tell me ſo, Madam | 
La. Town. And where to raiſe ten Pound in the 
What is to be done, Trufty? | 

Trufly. Truly, I with I were wiſe enough to tell you, 


| Madam : but may be your Ladyſhip may have a run of 
better Fortune, upon ſeme of the good Company that 
comes here to-night. | 


La. Town. But I have not a ſingle Guinea, to try 


| my Fortune! 


Tru/ly. Ha! that's a bad Buſineſs indeed, Madam 


| Adad ! I have a Thought in my Head, Madam, if it is 


not too late _ | 
La. Tin, Out with it quickly then, I beſeech thee ? 


Truſty. Has not the Steward ſomething of fifty Pound, 


| Madam, that you left in his hands, to pay ſomebody 


about this time ? 
La. Town, Ol ay! I had forgot —"twas to - a — 


what's his filthy Name ? 
Truſly. Now I remember, Madam, twas to Mr. Lute- 
firing your old Mercer, that your Ladyſhip turn'd off, 


| about a Year ago, becauſe he would truſt you ng 


longer. | | 
La. Town, The very Wretch! if he has not paid it, 
ran quickly, Dear Truffy, and bid him bring it hither 
immediately. [Exit Truſty.] Well! ſure mor- 


tal Woman never had ſuch Fortune] Five! Five, and 
No! after 


Nine, againſt poor Seven for ever! 
that horrid Bar of my Chance, that Lady WY ronghead's 
fatal red Fiſt upon the Table, I ſaw it was impoſſible, 
ever, to win another Stake Sit up all Night! 


loſe all one's Mony ! dream of winning Thouſands ! 
wake without a Shilling! and Then — how like a Hag 


1 look! In ſhort — the Pleaſures of Life, are not 
E worth 
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worth this Diſorder! If it were not for Shame now, I thei 
could almoſt think, Lady Grace's ſober Scheme not 
quite ſo ridiculous If my wiſe Lord could but [I 
hold his Tongue for a Week, tis odds, but I ſhoud MF bo 4 


hate the Town in a Fortnight —— But I will not be call 
driven out of it, that's pofitive ! | > 
| ( Truſty return, 5 
Tru/ly. O Madam ! there is no bearing it! Mr. Luiz. WWF J. 
fring was juſt let in at the Door, as I came to the as 5 
Stair Foot; and the Steward is now actually paying him 5 
the Mony in the Hall. | 
La. Town. Run to the Stair-caſe Head, again — T, 
and ſcream to him, that I mult ſpeak with him this WF ::: 
"Inſtant. { Fruſty runs out, and /praii, Wi fallin 
Truſly. Mr. Poundage a hem! Mr.) | met 
Poundage, a word with you quickly. good 
Pound. [ within. ] I'll come to you pre- | you, 
featly.- .- | MF 
Trufly, Preſently won't do, Man, you muſt 771 
come this Minute. p without, juſt g. 
Pound. I am but juſt paying a little Mony, the tr 
here. | 13 
Truſly. Cods my Life! paying Mony? is | once - 
the Man diſtracted? Come here I tell you, | | noiſe 1 
to my Lady, this Moment, quick ! . for a! 
| Truſty returns. n 
La. Town, Will the Monſter come or no? 1 
Truſiy. Yes, I hear him now, Madam, he is hob ling 7: 
up, as faſt as he can. pPaſfion 


La. Toron. Don't let him come in — for he will keey he'll b 
ſuch a babbling about his Accounts, — my Brain is ru Wears 


able to bear him. | TY 
[ Poundage comes to the Door with a Mony bs WB 52 / 

| in his Hand. may be 
Trafy. O! it's well you are come, Sir! where's e tre 
nity Pound? | Ta 4 


Pound. Why here it is; if you had not been in {uc: Creatul 
hatte, I ſhould have paid it by this time —— the Mans Wi 
now writing a Receipt, below, for it. | Truff 
iy. No matter! my Lady ſays, you muſt not pi jaſt bo]; 
han with that Money, there is not enough, it _ | 
there! 
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there's a Piſtole, and a Guinea, that is not good, in it 


| ._— beſides there is a miltake in the Account too 


[Tevitching the Bag from him.] But ſhe is not at leiſure 


| to examine it now; ſo you mult bid Mr. What-d'ye- 
 call-um call another time. 


La. Town. What is all that Noiſe there? 
Pound. Why and it pleaſe your Ladyſhip — 


La. Town. Pr'ythee ! don't plague me now, but do 
as you were order'd. 


| Pound. Nay what your Ladyſhip pleaſes, Madam — 


Exit Poundage. 
Truſly. There they are, Madam [ Pours the Mony 


| out of the Bag. ] The pretty Things — were ſo near 
| falling into a naſty Tradeſman's hands, I proteſt it made 
| me tremble for them — I fanſy your Ladyſhip had as 
| good give me that bad Guinea, for luck's fake — thank 


you, Madam. [Takes à Guinea, 
La. Town, Why, I did not bid you take it. 
Truſly. No, but your Ladyſhip look'd as if you were 


| juſt going to bid me, and ſo I was willing to fave you 
| the trouble of ſpeaking, Madam. 


La. Town, Well! thou haſt deſerv'd it, and fo, fer 
but hark! don't I hear the Man making a 


Traſty. TI1 liſten. : 

La. Town. Pr'ythee do. [Truſty goes to the Dogr, 
Trafy. Ay! they are at it, Madam — he's in a bitter 
bleſs me! I believe 
mercy on us! how the Wretch 


La. Town. And a ſober Citizen too! that's a ſhame! 
Truſty. Ha! I think all's filent, of a ſudden 


| may be the Porter has &nock'd him down I'll ſtep and 
FE [Exit Truſty. 


La. Town, Thoſe Trades-people are the troubleſomeſt 


| Creatures ! no Words will ſatisfy them 


[ Truſty returns, 


Ty. O Madam! undone! undone! My Lord has 
| 1aſt bolted out upon the Man, ard is hearing all his piti- 
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ful Story over — if your Ladyſhip pleaſes to come hi. 
ther, you may hear him yourſelf ! 

La. Town, No matter: it will come round preſently 
J ſhall have it from my Lord; without loſing a word by 
the way, I'll warrant you. 

Trufiy. O lud! Madam! here's my Lord juſt com. 
QT in. | 
72 Town. Do you get out of the way then. [ Exit 


Truſty.] I am afraid I want Spirits! but he will ſoon ME 


give 'em me. 
Enter Lord Tow N Lx. 


L. Town. How comes it, Madam, that a Tradeſman 
dares be clamorous, in my Houſe, for Mony due to him, 
from you? 

La. Town. You don't expect, my Lord, that I ſhould 
anſwer for other Peoples Impertinence ! 

L, Town. I expet, Madam, you ſhould anſwer for 
your own Extravagances, that are the Occaſion of it — 
1 thought I had given you Mony three Months ago, to 
fatisfy all theſe ſort of People! 

La. Town. Yes, but you ſee they never are to be a- 
tisfhied. | | 

L. Tewn. Nor am I, Madam, longer to be abus'd 
thus! what's become of the laſt five hundred I gave 

ou? | 
F La. Town. Gone, 

L. Town, Gone! what way, Madam); 

La. Jaun. Half the Town over, I believe by this 
time. 

L. Toxwn. Tis well! I ſee Ruin will make no Im- 
preſſion, *til! it falls upon You. 

La. Town, In ſhort, my Lord, if Mony is always 
the Subject of our Converſation, I ſhall make you no 
Anſwer. | | 

L. Town. Madam, Madam ! I will be heard, and make 
you Anſwer, 

La. Town. Make me! then I muſt tell you, my Lord, 
this is a Language I have not been us'd to, and I wont 


bear it. 
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L. Town. Come! come, Madam, you ſhall bear a 
reat deal more, before I part with you. 


La. Town. My Lord, if you inſult me, you will have 


as much to bear, on your fide, I can aſſure you. 

L. Town, Pooh! your Spirit grows ridiculou 
you have neither Honour, Worth, or Innocence, to 
ſupport it! | 

La. Town, You'll find, at leaft, I have Reſentment! 
and do you look well to the Provocation ! 

. Town, After thoſe you have given me, Madam, 
'tis almoſt Infamous, to talk with you. | 

La. Town. J ſcorn your Imputation, and your Me- 
naces! The Narrowneſs of your Heart's your Monitor! 
"us there! there, my Lord, you are wounded ; you 
have leſs ta complain of than many Husbands of an 
equal Rank to you, 47 

L. Town, Death, Madam! do you preſume upon 
your Corporal Merit! that your Perſon's leſs tainted, 
than your Mind! is it there! there alone an honeſt 
Husband can be injur'd ? Have you not every other 
Vice that can debaſe your Birth, or ſtain the Heart of 
Woman? Is not your Health, your Beauty, Husband, 
Fortune, Family diſclaim'd, for Nights conſum'd in 


Riot and Extravagance? The Wanton does no more; 


if ſhe conceals her Shame, does leis : And fare the Bi 
Om avow'd, as ſorely wrongs my Honour, and my 
net, 


La. Jaun. I ſee, my Lord, what fort of Wife might 


pleaſe you. | 
L. Town, Ungrateful Woman! could you have ſeen 
yourſelf, you in yourſelf had ſeen her — I am amaz'd 
our Legiſlature has left no Precedent of a Divorce for 
this more viſible Injury, this Adultery of the Mind, as 
well as that of the Perſon! when a Woman's whole 
Heart is alienated to Pleaſures I have no Share in, what 
ist to me, whether a black Ace, or a powder'd Cox- 
comb has Poſſeſſion of it? 

La. Town, If you have not found it yet, my Lord, 
this is not the way to get Poſſeſſion of mine, depend 
upon it. | 


E 3 L. Tiwn, 
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L. Town, That, Madam, I have long deſpair'd of, 


and ſince our Happineſs cannot be mutual, tis fit, that 
with our Hearts, our Perſons too ſhould ſeparate, _—. 
This Houſe you ſleep no more in! Tho! your Con— 
tent might groſly feed upon the Diſhonour of a Hy. 
band, yet my Defires would ſtarve upon the Features 0 
a Wite. | 

La. Town, Your Stile, my Lord, is much of the ſane 
Delicacy with your Sentiments of Honour. 

L. Town. Madam, Madam! this is no time for Com. 
Pliments I have done with you. 

La. Town. If we had never met, my Lord, I hal 
not broke my Heart for it! but have a Care! I ny 
not, perhaps, be ſo eafily recall'd as you imagine. 

L. Town, Recall'd ! — Who's there! [Enter a Ser 
- want | Deſire my Siſter and Mr. Manly to walk up. 

La. Town. My Lord, yeu may proceed as you pleafe, 
but pray wiet indiſcretions have 1 committed, that are 
not daily practisd by a hundred other Women « 
Quality ? | 

L. Town. Tis not the Number of ill Wives, Madam, 
that makes the Patience of a Husband leſs contemptible: 
and tho' a bad one may be the beſt Man's Lot, yet hel 
make a better figure in the World, that keeps his Miſ. 
fortunes Out of Doors, than he that tamely keeps them 
Within. | 

La. Town. I don't know what Figure you may make, 
my Lord, but I ſhall have no Reaſon to be aſham'd af 
mine, in whatever Company I may meet you. 

I. Town, Be ſparing of your Spirit, Madam, you! 
need it to ſupport you. | 


Enter Lady GRACE and MAN Lx. 


Mr. Manly, I have an Act of Friendſhip to beg of you, 
0 wants more Apologies, than Words can make 
for it. | 
Man. Then pray make none, my Lord, that I mi) 
have the greater Merit in obliging you. 
L. Fown. Siſter, I have the lame Excuſe to intreat af 
you too. | 


La. Gra, 
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La. Grace. To your Requeſt, I beg, my Lord. 
L Town, Thus then as you both were preſent 


| at my ill conſider'd Marriage, I now defire you each 


will be a Witneſs of my determin'd Separation, —— I 
know, Sir, your Good- nature, and my Siſter's, muſt be 


| ſhock'd at the Office I impoſe on you! But, as I don't 


ask your Juſtification of my Cauſe ; ſo I hope you are 


E conſcious — that an ill Woman can't reproach you, if 
| you are ſilent, upon her fide. 


Manly. My Lord, I never thought, *till now, it could 


| be difficult to oblige you. 


La. Grace, [ Afide.] Heavens! how I tremble ! 
L. Town, For you, my Lady Townly, I need not 


| here repeat the Provocations of my parting with you — 
| the World, I fear, is too well inform'd of them — For 
| the good Lord, your dead Father's fake, I will ſtill ſup- 


port you, as his Daughter —— As the Lord Townh's 
Wife, you have had every thing a fond Husband could 
beſtow, and (to our mutual Shame I ſpeak it) more 


| than happy Wives defire — But thoſe Indulgencies muſt 
end! State, Equipage and Splendor, but ill become the 


Vices that miſuſe 'em The decent Neceſſaries of 
Life ſhall be ſupply'd —— but not one Article to Luxu- 
ty! Not even the Coach, that waits to carry you from 
hence, ſhall you ever uſe again! Your tender Aunt, 
my Lady Lowemore, with Tears, this Morning, has 
conſented to receive you; where if Time, and your Con 


dition brings you to a due Reflexion, your Allowance 


ſta!l be increas'd But, if you ſtill are laviſh of your 
lite, or pine for paſt licentious Pleaſures, that little ſhall 
be leſs! nor will I call that ſoul my Friend, that names 
you in my Hearing ! 

La. Grace. My Heart bleeds for her ! [ 4/74. 

L. Tewn. O Many] look there! turn back thy 
Thoughts with me; and witneſs to my growing Love 
there was a time when [I believ'd that Form incapable 
of Vice, or of Decay ! There I propoſed the Partner of 
an eaſy Home! There! I, for ever, hoped to find a 
chearful Companion, an agreeable Intimate, a faithful 
Friend, a uſeful Help- mate, and a tender Mother — 


But oh! how bitter now the Diſappointment ! 
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Man. The World is different in its Senſe of Happineſ;: 
Offended as you are, I know you will {till be juſt, 
L. Town. Fear me not. 
Man. This laſt Reproach, I ſee, has ſtruck her. 
. | | Aldi. 
L. Town, No, let me not (though I this Moment cf 
her from my Heart for ever) let me not urge her Puniſh. 
niſnment beyond her Crimes 
fond of any Tale that feeds its appetite of Scandal: Ard 
as I am conſcious, Severities of this kind ſeldom fail of 
Imputations too groſs to mention, I here, before you 
both, acquit her of the leaſt Suſpicion rais'd againſt the 
Honour of my Bed. Therefore, when abroad her Con- 
duct may be queſtion'd, do her Fame that Juſtice. 
La. Town. O Sitter! - [Turns to La. Grace weeping, 
Z. Tin, When I am ſpoken of, where without Fe- 
vour this Action may be canvaſs'd, relate but half my 
Provocations, and give me up to Cenſure. [ Going, 
La. Town. Support me! fave me! hide me from the 
World ! | [Falls on Lady Grace's Nec, 
L. Town. [ Returning.] I had forgot me—— You 
have no Share in my Reſentment, therefore, as you have 
liv'd in Friendſhip with her, Your Parting may admit 
of gentler Terms than ſuit the Honour of an 1njur'd 
Husband. | [Oer to go aui. 
Man. ¶ Interpafing.] My Lord, you mult not, ſhall 
not leave her thus! One Moment's Stay can do your 
Cauſe no wrong ! If Looks can ſpeak the Anguiſh of the 
Heart, I'll anſwer with my Life, there's ſomething la- 
bouring in her Mind, that would you bear the hearing, 
might deſerve it. 
L. Town. Confider! ſince we no more can meet; 
preſs not my Staying, to inſult her. 
La. Town. Vet ſtay, my Lord — the little I would 
fay, will not deſerve an Inſult ; and Undeſerv'd, I know 
your Nature gives it not. But as you've call'd in Friends, 
to witneſs your Reſentment, let them be equal Hearer: 
of my laſt Reply. | | 
= "4 Town, I ſhan't refuſe you that, Madam be 
If 10. | 
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La. Town. My Lord, you ever have complain'd, I 
wanted Love; but as you kindly have allowed I never 
gave it to another; ſo when you hear the Story of my 
Heart, though you may ſlill complain, you will not 
wonder at my Coldneſs. 

La. Grace. This promiſes a Reverſe of Temper. 

| : | '  [ Apare. 

Man. This, my Lord, you are concern'd to hear ! 

L. Town, Proceed, I am attentive. 

La. Town. Betore I was your Bride, my Lord, the 
flattering World had talk'd me into Beauty; which, 


| at my Glaſs, my youthful Vanity confirm'd: Wild 
with that Fame, I thought Mankind my Slaves,, I tri- 


umph'd over Hearts while all my Pleaſure was their 
Pain: Yet was my own fo equally inſenſible to all, 
that when a Father's firm Commands enjoin'd me to 
make choice of One; I even there declin'd the Liberty 


| he gave, and to his own Election yielded up my Youth 


—— his tender Care, my Lord, directed him to You — 
Our Hands were join'd! but ſtill my Heart was wedded 
to its Folly! My only Joy was Power, Command, 
Society, Profuſeneſs, and to lead in Pleaſures! The Huſ- 
band's Right to Rule, I thought a vulgar Law, which 


| only the Deform'd, or Meanly ſpirited obey'd ! I knew 


no Directors, but my Paſſions; no Maſter, but my Will! 
Even you, my Lord, ſome time o'ercome by Love, 
were pleas'd with my Delights; nor, then, forelaw this 
mad Miſuſe of your Indulgence And, though I 


call myſelf Ungrateful, while I own it, yet, as a Truth, 


it cannot, be deny'd —— That kind Indulgence has un- 
done me! it added Strength to my habitual Failings, 
and in a Heart thus warm, in wild unthinking Lite, no 
wonder if the gentler Senſe of Love was Loſt. 
L. Town, O Mani; where has this Crea- 
ture's Heart been buried ? 
Man, If yet recoverable 
Treature ? - | | 
La. Town, What I have faid, my Lord, is not my 
Excuſe, but my Confefiion! my Errors (give 'em, if 
50% pirate, a harder Name) caanot be defended! No! 
What's in its Nature . no Words can Palliate, 
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no Plea can Alter! What then remains in my Condi. 
tion, but Reſignation to your Pleaſure? Time only 
can convince you of my future Conduct: Therefore, 
till I have liv'd an Object of Forgiveneſs, I dare not 
hope for Pardon The Penance of a lonely contrite 
Life were little to the Innocent; but to have deſery's 


this Separation, will ſtrow perpetual Therns upon my | 


Pillow. 

La. Grace. O happy, heavenly Hearing ! 

La. Town. Siſter, Farewel! [King her.] Your Vir. 
tue needs no Warning from the Shame that falls on me: 
But when you think I have aton'd my Follies paſt — 
perſuade your injur'd Brother to forgive them. 

L. Town. No, Madam! Your Errors thus renounc'd, 
this Inſtant are forgotten! So deep, ſo due a Senſe of 
them, has made you, what my utmoſt Wiſhes form'd, 
and all my Heart has ſigh'd for. 3 

La. Town, ¶ Turning to Lady Grace.] How odious 
does this Goodneſs make me! 

La. Grace. How amiable your thinking ſo? 

L. Town, Long-parted Friends, that paſs through 
eaſy Voyages of Life, receive but common Gladneſs in 
their Meeting: But from a Shipwreck ſav'd, we mingle 
Tears with our Embraces ! [ Embracing Lady Townly. 

La. Town. What Words! what Love! what Duty 
can repay ſuch Obligations? | 

L. Town. Preſerve but this Deſire to pleaſe, your 
Power is endleſs! | 
Ta. Town, Oh! *c;11 this Moment, never did [ 

know, my Lord, I had a Heart to give you! 

L. Town. By Heav'n ! this yielding Hand, when firſt 
it gave you to my Wiſhes, preſented not a Treaſure 
more defirable! O Many Siſter! as you have often 
ſhar'd in my Diſquiet, partake of my Felicity! my new- 
born Joy! ſee here the Bride of my Deſires! This may 
be called my Wedding-day ! 

La. Grace. Siſter! (for now methinks that Name is 
dearer to my Heart than ever) let me congratulate the 
Happaneſs that opens to you. 

Man. Long, long, and mutual may it low — 
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T. T. To make our Happineſs compleat, my Dear, 
join here with me to give a Hand, that amply will re- 


pay the Obligation. 
La. Town. Siſter a Day like this - | | 
La. Grace. Admits of no Excuſe againſt the general 
Joy. [ Gives her Hand to Manly. 
Man. A Joy like mine deſpairs of Words to 
ſpeak it. | 


L. Town. O Manly! how the Name of Friend en- 


dears the Brother ! [Embracing him. 
Man. Your Words, my Lord, will warm me, to de- 


ſerve them. 
Enter a Servant. 


Serv. My Lord, the Apartments are full of Maſque- 
raders And ſome People of Quality there deſire 
to ſee your Lordſhipz and my Lady. | 

La. Towwnly, I thought, my Lord, your Orders had for- 
bid this Revelling? | 

L. Town, No, my Dear, Mauly has defir'd their Ad- 
mittance to-night, it ſeems upon a particular Occaſion 
Say we will wait upon them inſtantly. 
| | [ Exit Servant. 

La. Town. I ſhall be but ill Company to them. 

L. Town, No matter : not to ſee them, would on a 
ſudden be too particular. Lady Grace will aſſiſt you to 
entertain them. | 

La. Town. With her, my Lord, I ſhall be always 
eaſy — Siſter, to your unerring Virtue, I now commit 
the Guidance of my future Days 


Never the F 1ths of Pleaſure more to tread, 
But where your guarded Innocence ſhall lead. 

For in the married State, the World muſt own, 

Divided Happineſs was never known. 

To make it mutual, Nature points the Way : 


Let Husbands govern : Gentle Wives obey. {£xs; 
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The SCENE opening to another Abartment 4 
covers @ great Number of People in Maſquerade Sau 


talking all together, and playing upon one another + and 
Lady Wronghead as a Shepherdeſs ; Jenny, as a | 
Nun; the Squire as a running Footman; and te Pes 
Count in a Domino. , e time, Lord and fort 
Lady Townly, with Lady Grace, enter to thm RR *© 
runmast'd. | * 
L. Toaun. So! here's a great deal of Company. 1 
La. Grace. A great many People, my Lord, but no Mei 
Company - as you'll find for here's one now, I 
that leems to have a mind to entertain us. | by t 
[4 Mak, after ſome affected Geflure, makes uf L 
to Lady Townly. 5 

Mask. Well, dear Lady Toaunly, ſhan't we ſee you, 

by-and-by ? | 


La. Town. T don't know you, Madam. 
Mast. Don't you, ſeriouſly? | Zn a ſqueaking Tone, 

La. Town. Not I, indeed. : 

Mak. Well, that's charming! but can't you gueſs ? 

La. Town. Yes, I could gueſs wrong, I believe. 

Mag. That's what I'd have you do. 

La. T:wn. But, Madam, if I don't know you at all, 
is not that as well? . 

Matt. Ay, but you do know me. 

La. Tron. Dear Sifter, take her off o' my Hands; 
there's no bearing this. [ Apart, 

La. Grace. I fanſy I know you, Madam. 

Mas. 1 fanſy you don't: What makes you think you do:! 

La. Grace, Becaule I have heard you talk. 

7Mask. Ay, but you don't know my Voice, I'm ſure. 

La. Grace. There is fomething in your Wit and Hu- 
mour, Madam, ſo very much your own, it is impoſſible 
you can be any Body but my Lady Tr:fe. 

Mask. [Unmasking.] Dear Lady Grace] thou art 4 
charming Creature. | 


La, Grace, Js there no Body elſe we know here A : 
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Mask. O dear, yes! I have found out fifty already. 
La. Grace. Pray, who are they ? 


Mask. O, charming Company! there's Lady Ramble 


Lady Riot ———— Lady Kill. Care Lady 


Lad y. Paws — 


L. Town. Is it not hard, my Dear! that 


| People of Senſe and Probity, are ſometimes 
| forc'd to ſeem fond of ſuch Company? 


La. Town, My Lord, it will always give Apart, 


me Pain to remember their Acquaintance, 


but none to drop it immediately. 


La. Grace. But you have given us no Account of the 
Men, Madam. Are they good for any thing ? 


Mask. O yes! you muſt know, Lalways find out them 
| by their Endeavours to find out me, | 


La. Grace. Pray who are they ? 
Mask. Why, for your Men of Tip-top Wit and Plea- 
Bite — 
Lord Arch. ag Young Brazen-wit ——— Lord 
Timberdown =— Lord Foint- Lit and ———— 
Lord Mortgage. g 

Then for your pretty Fellows only there's 
Lord Lapwing, Billy 
Beau Frightful — Sir Paul Plaifler-crown, 


Mag pye 


| and the Marquiſs of Monkey-man. 


La. Grace. Right! and theſe are the fine Gentlemen 


| that never want Elbow-room at an Aſſembly. 


Mak. The reſt I ſuppoſe, by their tawdry, hired 
Habits, are Tradeſmens Wives, Inns-of-Court Beaux, 
Feaus, and kept Miſtreſſes. 

L. Town. An Admirable Collection! 


La. Grace, Well, of all our Publick Diverſions, I 
am amaz'd how this that is ſo very expenſive, and has 


ſo little to ſhew for it, can draw ſo much Company 
together, 

L. Town, O! if it were not Expenſive, the better 
fort would not come into it : And becauſe Mony can 
purchaſe a Ticket, the Common People ſcorn to be 
kept out of it. 


Mask. Right, my Lord. Poor Lady Grace! I ſuppoſe 
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you are under the ſame Aſtoniſnment, that an Oper 
ſhould draw ſo much good Company. 

La. Grace. Not at all, Madam; it's an eafier matter 
ſure to gratify the Ear, than the Underſtanding, But 
have you no Notion, Madam, of receiving Pleaſure and 
Profit at the ſame time ? | 

Mast. Oh! quite none! unleſs it be ſometimes win. 
ning a great Stake; laying down a Vole, ſans prenar; 
may come up, to the profitable Pleaſure you were ſpeak. 


ing of. 


Z. Town. You ſeem attentive, my Dear? 

La. Town. I am, my Lord; and amaz'd at 
my own Follies, ſo ſtrongly painted in another 
Woman. 

La. Grace. But fee, my Lord, we had beſt adjourn 
our Debate, I believe, for here are ſome Masks that 
ſeem to have a mind to divert other People as well as 
themſelves. 

L. Town, The leaſt we can do is to give them a clear 
Stage then. | 

[4 Dance of Masks here in various Characters, 
This was a Favour extraordinary. 


Enter MAN LY. 


O Many! I thought we had loſt you. 


Man. I ask Pardon, my Lord; but I have been oblig d 
to look a little after my Country Family. 

L. Town, Well, pray, what have you done with 
them? | 

Man. They are all in the Houſe here, among the 
Masks, my Lord; if your Lordſhip has Curioſity 
enough, to ſtep into a lower Apartment, in three Minutes 
I'll give you an ample Account of them. 

Z. Town. O! by all means: We will wait upon 
you. [The Scene ſhuts upon the Masks to a ſmaller 

| Apartment. | 


ManLly ve. enters with Sir FRANCIs WRONGEE aD, 


Sir Fran. Well, Couſin, you have made my very 
Hair ſtand an End! Waunds ! if what you tell me be 
true, I'll ſtuff my whole Family into a Stage-Coach, 

and 
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and trundle them into the Country again on Monday 


Morning. 


Man. Stick to that, Sir, and we may yet find a Way 
to redeem all: In the mean time, place yourſelf behind 
this Screen, and for the Truth of what I have told you, 
take the Evidence of your own Senſes: But be ſure you 


| keep cloſe *till I give you the Signal. 


Sir Fran. Sir, I'll warrant you — Ah! my Lady, 
my Lady Wronghead ! What a bitter Buſineſs have you 


| drawn me inte? 


Man. Huſh! to your Poſt; here comes one Couple 


[Sir Francis retires behind the Screen. Exit Manly. 


Enter My RT1L IL a with Squire RICHARD, 
Sgu. Rich. What! is this the Doctor's Chamber? 


Myr, Yes, yes; ſpeak ſoftly. 
Sgu. Rich. Well, but where is he? 


Mr. He'll be ready for us preſently, but he ſays he 


can't do us the good Turn, without Witneſſes: So, when 


the Count and your Siſter come, you know, he and you 


| may be Fathers for one another. 


Su. Rich. Well, well, Tit for Tat! ay, ay, that 


will be friendly. 


Myr. And tee! here they come. 


Enter Count BASSET, and Miſs JENNY. 
C. Baſ. So, fo, here's your Brother, and his Bride, 


| before us, my Dear, 


Jenny. Well, I vow, my Heart's at my Mouth ſtill! 
I thought I ſhould never have got rid of Mama! but 


| while the ſtood gaping upon the Dance, I gave her the 
lip! Lawd ! do but feel how it beats here. 


C. Baſ. O the pretty Flutterer ! I proteſt, my Dear, 


| you have put mine into the ſame Palpitation ! 


but let's ſee now 


Fenny. Ah! you fay ſo 


O Lud! I vow it thumps purely — well, well, I ſee it 


will do, and ſo where's the Parſon ?. 


C. Ba/. Mrs. Myrtilla, will you be ſo good as to ſee 


il the Doctor's ready for us? 


Myr. 
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Myr. He only Raid for you, Sir: I'll fetch him in. 
mediately. . | : 

Jenny. Pray, Sir, am not I to take Place of Mama, 
when I'm a Counteſs ? . | 

C. Baſ. No doubt on't, my Dear. | 

Fenny. O Lud ! how her back will be up then, whey 
ſhe meets me at an Aﬀembly? or you and I in our 
Coach and Six, at Hyde-Park together? 

C. Baſ. Ay, or when ſhe hears the Boxkeepers, at an 
Opera, call out The Counteſs of Baſſet's Serwants! 

Jenny. Well, I ſay it, that will be delicious! And 


then, mayhap, to have a fine Gentleman with a Star | 


and what-d'ye-callum Ribbon, lead me to my Chair, 
with his Hat under his Arm all the way ! Hold up, 
ſays the Chairman, and ſo, ſays I, my Lord, your 
Humble Servant. I ſuppoſe, Madam, fays he, we ſhall 
ſee you at my Lady Quadrille's! Ay, ay, to be ſure my 
Lord, ſays I —- So in ſwops me, with my Hoop 
ſtuff d up to my Forehead! and away they trot, ſwing! 
ſwang! with my Taſſels dangling, and my Flambeaux 
biazing, and Oh! it's a charming thing to be a 
Woman of Quality! | 

C. Ba/. Well! I ſee that plainly, my Dear, there's 
ne*er a Dutcheſs of em all will become an Equipage, 
like you. | 

Jenny. Well, well, do you find Equipage, and I 
find Airs, I warrant you. | 

Sgu. Rich. Troth! I think this Maſquerading's the 
merrieſt Game that ever I ſaw in my Life! Thof, in my 
mind, and there were but a little Wreſtling, or Cudgel- 
playing naw, it would help it hugely. But what a-rope 
makes the Parſon iiay ſo? | | 

C. Baſ. Oh! here he comes, I believe. 


Enter My RT1ILLA, with @ Conflable. 


Conſt. Well, Madam, pray which is the Party that 
Wants Spice of my Office here? | 
I, That's the Gentleman. [Pointing to the Count. 
C. Baſ. Hey- day! what in Maſquerade, Doctor ? 
Con ſt. Doctor! Sir, I believe you have miſtaken your 


Man: But if you are called Count BayJer, I _ a 
Hillel. 


ings. | 


that 


unt. 
* 

your 
ve a 


Ult. 
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Billet-doux in my Hand for you, that will ſet you right 


preſently. 


C. Ba/. What the Devil's the meaning of all this? 
Conti. Only my Lord Chief Juſtice's Warrant againſt 
you for Forgery, Sir. 

C. Baſ. Blood and Thunder! | 

Confl, And, ſo Sir, if you pleaſe to pull off your 


| Fool's Frock there, I'll wait upon you to the next 


Juſtice of Peace immediately. | 
enny O dear me! what's che matter? [Trembling. 
C. Baſ. O! nothing, only a Maſquerading Frolick, 
my Dear. | 4 = 
Seu. Rich. Oh ho! is that all? 
Sir Fran. No, Sirrah ! that is not al}. 
[Sir Francis coming ſoftly behind the Squire, knocks 
him down with his Cane. 


Enter MANLY. 
$qu. Rich, O Lawd! O Lawd! he has beaten my 


Brains out! 
Man. Hold, hold, Sir Francis, have a little Mercy 
upon my poor Godſon, pray, Sir. 
Sir Fran. Waunds, Cozen, I han't Patience. | 
C. Baſ. Manly! nay, then I'm blown to the Devil. 
ö Aae. 
S7u, Rich. O my Head! my Head! 


Enter Lady WRONGHE AD. 


La. Wrong, What's the Matter here, Gentlemen? 
for Heav'n ſaxe! What are you murd'ring my Children ? 

Corfl, No, no, Madam, no Murder! only a little 
Suſpicion of Felony, that's all. 

Sir Fran. [To Jenny.] And for you, Mrs. Hot-upor't, 
T could find in my Heart to make you wear that Habit, 
as long as you live, you Jade you. Do you know, 
Huſſy, that you were within two Minutes of marrying 
a Pickpocket ? | | 

C. Baſ. So, ſo, all's out, I find. [ A/ede. 

Fenny. O the Mercy ! why, pray, Papa, is not the 
Count a Man of Quality then ? 


dir Fran, O yes! one of the unhang'd ones, it ſeems. 
4. 
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La. Wrong. L Aſide.) Married! O the confident Thing 
There was his urgent Buſineſs then ſlighted for ker! 
I hawt Patience! — and for ought I know, I have been 
ail this while making a Friendſhip with a Highwayman! 

Man. Mr. Conflable ſecure there. 5 

Sir Fran, Ah my Lady! my Lady! this comes of 
your Journey to London! but now I'll have a Frolick 
of my own, Madam ; therefore pack up your Trumpery 
this very Night, for the Moment my Horſes are able to 
crawl, you and your Brats ſhall make a Journey into the 
Country again, | 

La. Wrong. Indeed you are miſtaken, Sir Franci;=— 
J ſhall not ſtir out of Town yet, I promiſe you. 

Sir Fran. Not ſtir! Waunds! Madam 

Man. Hold, Sir — if you'll give me leave a little 
I fanſy I ſhall prevail with my Lady to think better on't, 

Sir Fran. Ah! Couſin, you are a Friend indeed 

Man. ¶ Apart to my Lady.] Look you, Madam, as to 
the Favour you deſign'd me, in ſending this ſpurious 
Letter incloſed to my Lady Grace, all the Revenge! 
have taken, is to have ſav'd your Son and Daughter from 
Ruin Now if you will take them fairly and quietly 
_ the Country again, I.will ſave your Ladyſhip from 

uin. | 

La, Wrong. What do you mean, Sir ? 

Man. Why, Sir Francis ſhall never know what 
is in this Letter; look upon it. How it came into my 


Hands you ſhall know at leiſure. 


La. Wrong. Ha! my Billet-doux to the Count! and 
an Appointment in it! I ſhall fink with Confuſion ! 
Man. What ſhall I fay to Sir Francis, Madam? 
La. Wrong. Dear Sir, I am in ſuch a Trembling! 
preſerve my Honour and I am all Obedience! 
Apart to Manly. 
Man. Sir Francis. — my Lady is ready to receive 
your Commands for her Journey, whenever you pleale 
to appoint it. | | 
S:r Fran. Ah Couſin! I doubt I am obliged to you 
os OY 
Man. Come, come, Sir Francis ! take it as you find 
it. Obedience in a Wife is a good thing, though it wet? 
| never 


7, 
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| Pound, Sir ? 


| therefore I ſhall not pretend to prevaricate — 
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never ſo wonderful ! And now, Sir, we have no- 
thing to do but to diſpoſe of this Gentleman, _ 
C. Baſ. Mr. Manly! Sir! J hope you won't ruin me. 
Man. Did not you forge this Note for five hundred 


C. Baſ. Sir I ſee you know the World, and 


But it has hurt no body yet Sir! I beg you will not 
ſtigmatize me! ſince you have ſpoil'd my Fortune in 
One Family, I hope you won't be ſo cruel to a young 
Fellow, as to put it out of my Power, Sir, to make it 
in another, Sir! | 
Man. Look you, Sir, I have not much Time to waſte 
with you: But if you expect Mercy yourſelf, you muſt 


| ſhew it to one, you have been cruel to. 


C. Baſ. Cruel, Sir! 
Man. Have not you ruin'd this young Woman? 
C. Baſ. I, Sir! = | 

Man. I know you have 


” 


therefore you can't 


blame her, if, in the Fact yougre charg'd with, ſhe is a 


principal Witneſs againſt you. However, you have 
one, and one only Chance to get off with. Marry 
her this Inſtant — and you take off her Evi- 
dence. : 

C. Ba/. Dear Sir! | 

Man. No Words, Sir; a Wife or a Mittimus. 

C. Baſ. Lord, Sir! this is the moſt unmerciful 
Mercy! 5 | | 

Man. A private Penance, or a publick one 
Conſtable! | 7; 

C. Baſ. Hold, Sir, ſince you are pleas'd to give me 
my Choice; I will not make ſo ill a Compliment to the 
Lady, as not to give her the Preference. | 


Man. Tt muſt be done this Minute, Sir: the Chaplain 


you expected is ſtill within Call. 

C. Baſ. Well, Sir, — ſince it muſt be ſo 
Come, Spouſe I am not the firſt of the Fraternity, 
that has run his Head into one Nooſe, to keep it out of 
another, 

Myr. Come, Sir, don't repine: Marriage is at worſt, 
but playing upon the Square. 

C. Bal. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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C. Bo}. Ay, but the worſt of the Match too, is the 
Devil. 

Man. Well, Sir, to let you ſee it is not ſo bad as yy 
think it; as a Reward for her Honeſty, in detecting 


your Practices, inſtead of the forged Bill, you would | 


have put upon her, there's a Real One of five hundred 
Pound, to begin a new Honey-Moon with. 
[Gives it to Myrtilla, 
C. Baſ. Sir, this is ſo generous an Act 
Man. No Compliments, dear Sir =——— I am not a 
leiſure now to receive them: Mr. Conflable, will you 
be io good as to wait upon this Gentleman into the nent 
Room, and give this Lady in Marriage to him ? 
Conf. Sir, 131 do it faithfully. 
C. Baj. Well! five hund: ed will ſerve to make 1 
handſome Puſh with, however. 
| [ Ex. Count, Myr. ard Confiable, 
S:r Frau. And that l may be ſure my Famity”s 114 
of him for ever come my Lady, let's even take our 
Children along wich us, and be all Witneſs of the Cere. 
monv. [ Ex. Sir Fran. Lady Wrong. Mis and Squirt, 
Han. Now, my Lord, you may enter. 


Enter Lerd aud Lady TowNnLY, and Lady G RACE, 


| + - 5 "WP 133 
L. Tewn. SG, Sir, I give you joy of your Negotiation. 


Nan. You dverheard it all, I preſume ? 

La. Grace. From firſt to laſt, Sir. 7 

L. Town, Never were Knaves and Fools better dil. 
pos'd of. 

Man. A fort of Poetical Juſtice, my Lord, not much 
above the judgment of a Modern Comedy. 3 

L. Town, To heighten that Reſemblance, I think, 
Siſter there only wants your rewarding the Hero of che 
Fable, by naming the Day of- his Happineſs. ; 

La. Grace. This Day, To-morrow, every Hour, 
hope, of Life to come, will ſhew I want not Inclination 
to compleat it. | : 

Man. Whatever I may want, Madam, you will al 
ways find Endeavours to deſerve you, 

L. Town. Then all are happy. 
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La. Town, Siſter! I give you Joy! conſummate as 
the happieſt Pair can boaſt, 


, methinks, as in a Glaſs, I ſee 
A, Happineſs, that once advanc'd to me. 
So viſible the Bliſs, ſo plain the Way, : 
How was it poſſible my Senſe could ſtray? 
But, now, a Convert, to this Truth, I come, BY, 
Taat Married Happineſs is never found from Home: 
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Spoken by Mrs. OLDFIELD, 4, 


M ETHINKS I hear ſome Powder'd Criticks ſay, 
Dams it! this Wife Reform'd has ſpoil'd the Play! * 
% The Coxcomb ſhould hade drawn her more in Faſhion, 

« Have pratify'd her ſofter Inclination, 


Hawe tipt her a Galant, and clinch'd the Provocætion. Sung 
But there our Bard ſtopt ſhort : For tabere uncivil 

T have made a modern Belle, all oer a Dewi/! 

He hop a, in Honour of the Sex, the Age 

Would bear one mended Woman — — on the Stage. 

FROM whence, you ſee, by Common Senſe's Kules, ( 
Wiwes might be govern' d, were not Husbands Fools, 
hate er by Nature Dames are prone to do, Fo 
They ſeldom flray but when they gavern you. 5 
When the wild Wife perceives her Deary tame, For 1 
No Vonder then [he plays him all the Game. They 
But Men of Senſe meet rarely that Diſaſter ; 
Women take Pride, where Merit is their Maſter : Bu 
Nay, he that with a weak Man wiſely lives, | 
Will ſeem t obey the due Commands he gives ! 

Happy Obedience is no more a Wonder, | R 
When Men are Men, and keep them kindly under. | A 
But modern Conſorts are ſuch high-bred Creatures, Ar 
They think a Hus band's Power degrades their Features ; 
That nothing more Proclaims a Reigning Beauty, My s 
Than that jhe never was reproach'd auitb Duty: But; 
And that the greateſt Bleſſing Heav'n e er ſent, 80 
I in a Spouſe, Incurious and Content. 1 


Jo give ſuch Dames a dit rent Caſt of Thought, 
By calling home the Mind, theſe Scenes were avrought. 
If with a Hand tos rude, the Task is done, 

We hope the Scheme, by Lady Grace laid down, 


Will all fuch Freedom with the Sex atone. * 
7a 


E P 0 


Mat Virtue there unſoil d, by modiſb Art, 

ſhrocus out Attractions for a Manly's Heart. 
YOU, You then, Ladies, whoſe unqueſtian'd Lives 

Cie you the foremoſil Fame of happy Wives, 

protect, for its Attempt, this helpleſs Play; 

Nor leave it to the wulgar Taſte a Prey; 

Atgear the frequent Champions of its Cauſe, 

Direct the Crowd, and give yourſelves Applauſe, 


Gion, | 
od Sung by Mrs. CIB BER, in the Fourth AR, | 
The Words by Mr, CARE x. 


e. 5 | 
les H, I'll have a Husband! ay, marry; 
-- For why ſhould I longer tarry, 


For why ſhould 1 longer tarry 
Than other brisk Girls have done ? 
For if I ſtay, 'till I grow gray, 
They'll call-me old Maid, and fuſty old jade; 
So I'll no longer tarry ; | 
But I'll have a Husband, ay, marry, 
If Mony can buy me One. 


My Mother ſhe ſays I'm too coming ; 
And ſtill in my Ears ſhe is drumming, 
ö And ſtill in my Ears ſhe is drumming, | 
rel; That I ſuch vain Thoughts ſhou'd ſhun : 
My Sifters they cry, Oh fye! and O fye! 
But yet I can ſee, they're as coming as me; 
So let me have Husbands in plenty : 
I'd rather have twenty times twenty, 


4 Than die an Old Maid undone. 
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Sung by Mrs. CI EE 8, in the Fifth 41, 


The Words by Mr. CARE xv. 


| 1. | 
HAT tho! they call me Country Laſs, 
J read it plainly in my Glaſs, | 
That for a Dutcheſs I might paſs : 
Oh, could I fee the Day! 
Would Fortune but attend my Call, 
At Park, at Play, at Ring and Ball, 
I'd brave the proudeſt of them all, 
With a Stand by Clear the Way. 


* 


Surrounded by a Crowd of Beaux, 
Wit ſmart Toupees, and powder'd Clothes, 
At Rivals Ill turn up my Noſe; - 
Ob, caou'd 1 ſee the Day! 

PH dart ſuch Glances from theſe Eyes, 
Shall make ſame Lo:d or Duke my Prize; 
And then, Oh! how Þll tyrannize, 

Wich a Stand by —— Clear the Way. 


III. 


Oh! then for ev'ry new Delight, 

For Equipage and Diamonds bright, 

DPuadriile, and Plays, and Balls at Nights 
Oh, could I ſee the Day! 

Of Love and J-cy I'd take my Fill, 

The tedious Hours of Life to kill, 

In ev'ry thing I'd have my Will, 
With a Stand by — Clear the Way. 
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